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Please find Mr. Hood,’ directed Mr. Colfax 


He’s a bachelor,’ said Virginia 


what use has he got for 


‘ So you have come at last to try again, Mr. Brice ? ’ 

‘ If you answer back, out you go, like that I ” . 

^ They told me you were not coming I ’ ” . 

The Captain was given an audience ” 

Twice Stephen shook him so that his head beat 
table ” . 
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BOOK I 


CHAPTER I 


■WHICH DEALS WITH ORIGINS 


Faithfully to relate how Eliphalet Hopper came to 
St. Louis is to betray no secret. Mr. Hopper is wont 
to tell the story now, when his daughter-in-law is not by; 
and sometimes he tells it in her presence, for he is a shame- 
less and determined ol^ party who denies the divine right 
of Boston, and has taken again to chewing tobacco. 

When Eliphalet came to town, his son’s wife, Mrs. 
Samuel D. (or S. Dwyer, as she is beginning to call her- 
self), was not born. Gentlemen of Cavalier and Puritan 
descent had not yet begun to arrive at the Planters’ House, 
to buy hunting shirts and broad rims, belts and bowies, 
and depart quietly for Kansas, there to indulge in that 
most pleasurable of Anglo-Saxon pastimes, a free fight. 
Mr. Douglas had not thrown his bone of Local Sovereignty 
to the sleeping dogs of war. 

To return to Eliphalet’s arrival, — a picture which has 
much that is interesting in it. Behold the friendless boy 
as he stands^ in the prow of the great steamboat Louisiana 
of a scorching summer morning, and looks with some- 
thing of a nameless disquiet on the chocolate waters of 
the Mississippi. There have been other sights, since 
passing Louisville, which might have disgusted a Massa- 
clmsetts lad more. A certain deck on the Paducah, 
which took him as far as Cairo, was devoted to cattle — 
black cattle. Eliphalet possessed a fortunate tempera- 
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the crisis 



ana me smell of the wretches 
was worse than it should have been. And 
seeping of some of the women was annov- 
as It drowned many of the profane corn- 

lent 7 ^ showing Eliphalet 

len a fine-hnened planter from down river 
during the conversation, and paying no 

le overseers salute cursed them all into 

/• 

Uinbition, which is not a wholly undesir- 
Je began to wonder how it would feel to 
esc valuable fellow-creatures. He reached 

ooaX™ °° 

the 

gave It a cruel twinge that brought a 

reflected upon this incident after he had 
liad seen that piti- 

^reflections was, that some day he would 

•Wet'B eye* to the upper deck, where 
f by appointment, on the trim figure of 
n oommand of the £<m.„W 6“ WM 

captain of a large New Orleans packet 
uoved^ something happened. oLe ht 
' d a negro stevedore rushed franticallv 
received the end of a lightning-bolt 

“an cried 
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Eliphalet snapped Ms teeth together. He was twenty- 
seven, and his ambition actually hurt him at such times. 
After the boat was fast to the landing stage he remained 
watching the captain, who was speaking a few parting 
words to some passengers of fashion. The body-servants 
were taking their luggage to the carriages. Mr. Hopper 
envied the captain his free and vigorous speech, his ready 
jokes, and his hearty laugh. All the rest he knew for his 
own in times to come. The carriages, the trained ser- 
vants, the obsequiousness of the humbler passengers, 
r or of such is the Republic. 



THE CRISIS 

ThffeeW nf hhckc^ 

Lulf/f ^ stranger in a strange land 
at last. A strange land, indeed ! Could it 

s;:dS? Me ““ 

sreat =!tnr? lie saw to Iiis ; 

&: sfy ■ 

ElipWeat'S A'elSe 'S; 

iororthe°4'for'SThif‘''‘‘ 

wf ? ii Mr!ie¥F''“1 

and a goatee anr? wii'+ x. - a win 

His facf was lone W? 

Ws smile had a S’raiir.ff 

is a Sel7d“rawl®veS-‘dMe'^ ' ” 

Eliphalet’I bringing! 

anvwli on<a J 1. “Jxeckon you don' 
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“ Mornin’, Colonel,” said a voice which made Eliphalet 
jump. And he swung around to perceive the young cap- 
tain of the Aowmawa. 

“Why, Captain Lige,” cried the Colonel, without cere- 
mony, “ and how do you find yourself to-day, suh ? A good 

trip from Orleans ? We did not look for you so soon:” 

Tolluble, Colonel, tolluble,” said the young man 
grasping the Colonel’s hand. “ Well, Colonel, I just 
wanted*” ^ the seventy hales of goods you 

“ Ephum I ” cried the Colonel, diving toward a counter 
where glasses were set out, — a custom new to Eliphalet, — - 
“Ephum, some of that very particular Colonel Critten- 
den sent me over from Kentucky last week.” 

An old darkey,_ with hair as white as the Colonel’s, 
appeared from behind the partition. 

“I lowed you’d want it, Marse Comyn, when I seed de 
Capn conun, said he, with the privilege of an old ser- 
l^he bottle was beneath his arm. 

The Colonel smiled. 

the St Cap’n,” said Ephum, as he drew 

“But, Ephum I 

‘‘ Yes, 

“How’s my little sweetheart, Ephum ?” 

his face falling 

per^ptibly, “Bress your soul, sah. Miss Jinny’s done gonf 

to see her g/andma. Ole 
Ephum am t de same nigger when she’s away.” 

T hSTi^i” he, strongly, “if that ain’t too bad! 

brought her a Creole doll from New Orleans, which 
Madame Claire said was dressed finer than any one she’d 

jZiTZi coLei. Tut 

Bl,r TT ^ *he Colonel, heartily. “ And 

she shall write you the prettiest note of thanksyou ever got ” 
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“Bless her pretty face,” cried the Captain. “Her 
health, Colonel ! Here’s a long life to Miss Virginia 
Carvel, and may she rule forever ! How old did you sav 
this was ? ” he asked, looking into the glass. ^ 

“ Over half a centuiy,” said Colonel Carvel. 

“If it came from the ruins of Pompeii,” cried Captain 
Brent, “ it might be worthy of her ! ” ^ 

idiot you are about that child, Lige,” said 
we Colonel, who was not hiding his pleasure. The 
Colonel could hide nothing. “ You ruin her!” 

The bluff young Captain put down his glass to laugh. 

Rum her . he exclaimed. ‘‘ Her pa don't ruin her ! 
eh, Ephum ? Her pa don’t ruin her ! " 

“ Lawsy, Marse Lige, I reckon he’s wuss’n any.” 

“ Ephum,” said the Colonel, pulling his goatee thought- 
tully, “you re a damned impertinent nigger. I vow I’ll 
sell you South one of these days. Have you taken that 
letter to Mr. Renault ? ” He winked at his friend as the 
old darkey faded into the darkness of the store, and con- 
tinued; “Did I ever tell you about Wilson Peale’s por- 
trait of my grandmother, Dorotliy Carvel, that I saw this 
summer at my brother Daniel’s, in Pennsylvania? Jinny’s 
going to look something like her, sir. Urn I She was a 

her Mn?™' Th ^°^i Jinny’s is brown, like 

anH Colonel handed a cigar to Captain Brent, 

and lit one himself. « Daniel has a book my grandfather 
wrote, mostly about her. Lord, I remember her ! She 
was the queen-bee of the family while she lived. I wish 
some of us had her spirit.’' 

Captain Lige, “ what’s this I heard 
on the levee just now about your shootin’ at a man named 
Babcock on the steps here ? ” nameu 

The Colonel became very grave. His face seemed to 
grow loug'er as be pulled his goatee. 

What did you do ? ” 

Colonel Carvel laughed quietly at the recollection. 
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“Shucks,” said he, “I just pushed him into the street, 
gave him a little start, and put a bullet past his ear, just 
to let the trash know the sound of it. Then Russell went 
down and bailed me out.” 

The Captain shook with laughter. But Mr. Eliphalet 
Hopper’s eyes were glued to the mild-mannered man who 
told the story, and his hair rose under his hat. 

“By the way, Lige, how’s that boy, Tato? Some- 
how after I let you have him on the Louisiana, I thought 
I’d made a mistake to let him run the river. Easter’s 

afraid he’ll lose the little religion she taught him.” 

It was the Captain’s turn to be grave. 

“ I tell you what. Colonel,” said he; “we have to have 
hands, of course. But somehow I wish this business of 
slavery had never been started ! ” 

_ “Sir, said the Colonel, with some force, “God made 
the sons of Ham the servants of Japheth’s sons forever 
and forever.” 

^ “ Well, well, we won’t quarrel about that, sir,” said 
Brent, quickly. “If they all treated slaves as you do, 
there wouldn’t be any cry from Boston- way. And as for 
4, I shall see you again. Colonel.” 

“Take supper with me to-night, Lige,” said Mr. 
Ji miy *’ ^ reckon you’ll find it rather lonesome without 

“ Awful lonesome,” said the Captain. “But you’ll show 

me her letters, won’t you ? ” ^ 

He started out, and ran against Eliphalet. 

“ Hello I ” he cried. “ Who’s this?” 

“ A young Yankee you landed here this morning, Lige,” 
said the Colonel. “ What do you think of him ? ” 

“ Humph I ” exclaimed the Captain. 

“He has no friends in town, and he is looking for em- 

kindty^^** Colonel, 

“ Yes.” 

“Come, Lig^ would you take him ?” said Mr. Carvel. 

dart Eliphalet’s face. The 
art that shot from his eyes was of an aggressive hon- 
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wSi Mwce, 

“No,” said the Captain. 

“ Why not, Lige ? ” 

Lig h dep“tS!”*’ “‘“•““S” “M Captam 

Colonel Carvel began to hum softly to himself : — 


“ ‘ nTu other he said nay 

Cfa’ihe" not I 


abrup%^°" ^ tibolitionist,” said he to Eliphalet, 

“I don t see any particular harm in keepin’ slaves ” Mr 
Hopper replied, shifting to the other foot ’ 

jpa?fS5 ?r “1;“^ “ 

lit: 

S'* tS:*”* j"a“‘ Sn clXl' 

to to SookS ^‘‘'"P““3'' !>“<) U»aeU, and began 

Ever 1168/1 of the I/ihcTatoT f 
‘‘No, sir, ’ said Mr. Hopper. 

Willesden, Massachusetts.” 

“ Fre^ad ^^^^on ? ” 

1 ve had to work all my life.” 

“ What can you do, sonny 9 ” 

Hotpt ss.r “ ^ ‘»p‘ 

“Would you like work here ?” asked the Colonel kindlv 

good man was surprised. « Well ” said ho « o 
dollars a week.” ’ said he, “ seven 


•f f. / 

It- 

.'I t : • 


r ^ : 

JiilL 
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woked with complacency on the extension of slavery. 
Ihis was wholly satisfactory, and saved the owner of these 


sentiments a broken head. The other time EHphalet 
house direct him to a boarding- 

“I reclmn,” Mr. Barbo reflected, “that you’ll want one 
ot them Congregational boarding-houses. We’ve got a 
heap of Yankees in the town, and they all flock together 
and pray together. I reckon you’d ruther go tcf Miss 
Crane’s nor anywhere.” ^ 

Forthwith to Miss Crane’s Eliphalet went. And that 

Greek when she saw 
one. The kind-hearted Barbo lingered in the gatherins' 
darkness to witness the game which ensued, a game dear to 
all New Englanders, comical to Barbo. The two contest- 
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ants calculated. Barbo rechmed., and put his monev on 
his new-found fellow-clerk. Eliphalet, indeed, never 

wifwi Jie liad used 

w th the Colonel, and the taciturnity practised on his 

ff off like coat and waistcoat for 

the battle. The scene was in the front yard of the thirrl 
house in Dorcas Row. Everybody knows where Dorcas 
Row was. Miss Crane, tall, with all the severity of side 
curls and bombazine, stood like a stone lioness at the 
gate. In the background, by the steps, the boarders sat 
an interested group. Eliphalet girded up his loins, and 
sharpened his nasal twang to cope with hers. The ore 
liminary sparring was an exchange of compliments and 

deceived neither party. It seemed rather^to heigMen 
mutual respect. ■‘ioiguten 

“ You be from Willesden, eh ? ” said Crane. « I calcu- 
late you know the Salters.” 

If_ the truth were known, this evidence of an apparent 

Eliphalet. But trainins? 
stood by him, and he showed no dismay. Yes, he knew 
he Salters, and had drawed many a load out of Hiram 
Salters wood-lot to help pay for his schooling. 

nn Miss C^ane, innocently ; “who was 

It one of them Salters girls married, and"^ lived across 

the way from the meetin’-house ?” 

!! prompt reply. 

SpauM^n’r^^"* *’ the spinster; “not Ezra 

»ter®aVc.°„° ™ 

delta” “ tifel™ 
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Elipbalet said he guessed he’d have to go somewhere 
else. Upon this the lady vouchsafed the explanation that 
those gentlemen had high positions and rented her large 
rooms. Since Mr. Hopper was from Willesden and knew 
the Salters, she would be willing to take him for less. 
Eliphalet said bluntly he would give three and a half.* 
Barbo gasped. This particular kind of courage was 
wholly beyond him. 

Half an hour later Eliphalet carried his carpet-bag up 
three flights and put it down in a tiny bedroom under 
the eaves, still pulsing with heat waves. Here he was to 
live, and eat at Miss Crane’s table for the consideration 
of four dollars a week. 

Such is the story of the humble beginning of one sub- 
stantial prop of the American Nation. And what a hack- 
neyed story It is ! How many other young men from the 
Last have travelled across the mountains and floated 
down the rivers to enter those strange cities of the West, 
the growth of which was like Jonah’s gourd. 

_Two centuries before, when Charles Stuart wmlked out 
of a window in Whitehall Palace to die ; when the great 
English race was in the throes of a Civil War ; when the 
Stern and the Gay slew each other at Naseby and Marston 
Moor, two currents flowed across the Atlantic to the New 
Worid. Ihen the Stern men found the stern climate, and 
the Gay found the smiling climate. 

After many years the streams began to move again — 
westward, ever westward. Over the ever blue mountains 
from the wonderland of Virginia into the greater wonder- 
land of Kentucky. And through the marvels of the Inland 
Seas, and by white Conestogas threading flat forests and 
floating over wide prairies, until the two tides met in a 
maelstrom as fierce as any in the great tawny torrent of 
the strange bather of Waters. A city founded by Pierre 
ftfrf “ adventurous subject of Louis who dealt in 

nw; J O’’ Versailles, was to be the 

place of the mingling of the tides. After cycles of sepa- 
ration, Puritan and Cavalier united on this clay-bank^in 


the Louisiana Purchase, and swept westward toffether. 
Like the struggle of two great rivers when they meet, 

tlie waters for a while were dangerous. 

Mii HS®* established, among the Puritans, at 
■■ dishes were to his taste. Brown bread 
and beans and pies were plentiful, for it was a land of 
?^i‘ Puritans were there, and they at- 

> ® Congregational Church. And may 

the^wf in justice to Mr. Hopper, that he became not 
tiie least devout of the boarders. 


CHAPTER II 


THE MOLE 

Fob some years, while Stephen A. Douglas and Frank- 
lin 1 lerce and other gentlemen of prominence were play- 
ing at bowls on the United States of America; while 
Kansas was furnishing excitement free of charge to any 
citizen who loved sport, Mr. Eliphalet Hopper was at 
woik like the industrious mole, underground. It is safe 
to affirm that Colonel Carvel forgot his new hand as soon 

to Mr. Hood, the manager. 
As fox- Mr Hoppe^ he was content. We can ill afford to 
dissect motives. Genius is willing to lay the foundations 
of her structure unobserved. 

At first it was Mr. Barbo alone who perceived Elipha- 
let s greatness, — Mr. Barbo, whose opinions were so easily 
had that they counted for nothing. The other clerks, to 
^y the least, found the newcomer uncompanionable. 

^ 1 °-^ skylarking, the heat of the day 
meant nothing to him, and he was never sleepy. He 
learned the stock as if by intuition, and such was his 
strict attention to business that Mr. Hood was heard to 
say, privately, he did not like the looks of it. A youna- 

man should have other interests. And then, although he 

would not hold it against him, he had heard that Mr 
Beeper was a teacher in Mr. Davitt’s Sunday School. 

^ Because he did not discuss his ambitions at dinner with 
“ the side entry, it must not be thought 
tUat Ehphalet was without other interests. He was like- 
wise too shrewd to l?e dragged into political discussions 
at the boarding-house table. He listened imperturbably 
® the Border Ruffian, and smiled 

when Mr. Abner Reed, in an angry passion, asked him 

13 
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to declare whether or not he was a friend of the Divine 

they forgot about him (all 
save Miss Crane), which was what Mr. Hopper of all 
things desired. ii fiu 

besides Miss Crane did Eliphalet take 
unto himself, wherein he showed much discrimination, 
this friend was none other than Mr. Davitt, minister 
or many years of the Congregational Church. For 
r?® a good man, zealous in his work, unpre- 
tentious, and kindly. More than once Eliphalet went to 

h s holne iTfe rf Pf about himself and 

? * r. minister and his wife were invariably 

. had ever entered such a discreet soul as that 

M ° R ^ hack entrance. Even 

Mr. Baibo s inquiries failed in the discovery of any youno- 
person with whom Eliphalet “kept company. 

rmodd concerning him, he was^ admittedly 

L ^ r ,.^here are many kinds of models. With som^ 
young ladies at the Sunday School, indeed, he had a dis- 
tant bowing acquaintance. They spoke of him as the 
young man who knew the Bible as thoroughly as Mr 
Davitt himself. _ The only time that Mr. Hopper w^ 
iscoyered showing embarrassment was when Mr^ Davitt 
chtch"tep“' necessary on tLe 

cnurcn steps. Mr. Hopper was not sentimental. 

However fascinating the subject, I do not pronose to 

Yet sideli|htt L 

.. 'A;' sni; r 

and solid, as a corner-stone should be. ^The very clothes 

?n Srrwitrt ««g-ying, stiff Id .J^y 

bre in hnA angles at the shoulders, and som- 

b e in hue, as befit such grave creations. 
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Let us go back to a certain fine morning in the Septem- 
ber of the year 1857, when Mr. Hopper had arrived, all 
unnoticed, at the age of two and thirty. Industry had 
told.^ He was now the manager’s assistant ; and, be it 
said in passing, knew more about the stock than Mr. Hood 
himself. On this particular morning, about nine o’clock, 
he was stacking bolts of woollen goods near that delec- 
table counter where the Colonel was wont to regale his 
piincipal customers, when a vision appeared in the door - 
Visions \vere rare at Carvel & Company’s. This one was 
followed by an old negress with leathery wrinkles, whose 
smile was joy incarnate. They entered' the store, paused 
at the entrance to the Colonel’s private office, and sur- 
veyed It with dismay. 

“ ’Clar t’ goodnesi Miss Jinny, yo’ pa ain’t heah ! An’ 
whah s Lphum, dat black good-fo’-nuthin’ ! ” 

Miracle number one, — Mr. Hopper stopped work and 

s die . ^ he vision was searching the store with her eves 
and pouting. * 

“How mean of Pa!” she exclaimed, “when I took all 
this trouble to surprise him, not to be here I Where are 
they all ? Where s Ephum ? Where’s Mr. Hood ” 

1 he eyes lighted on Eliphalet. His blood was siuggish, 
but It could be made to beat faster. The ladies he had 
met at Miss Crane s were not of this description. As he 
came forward, embarrassment made him shamble, and for 
the first ^me m his life he was angrily conscious of a poor 
* question dashed out the spark of his zeal. 
Uh, said she, “are you employed here?” 

I houghtless Virginia! You little know the man you 
have insulted by your haughty drawl. ^ 

“Yes.” 

bim^W And tell 

waiting foHhmT^ Kentucky, and is 

PlinLTi/^- morning,” said 
Eliphalet. He went back to the pile of dry ?oods and' 

n«Ta ‘heXt “> 


the crisis 

“ What is your name?” Miss Carvel demanded. 
“Hopper. 

^Then, Mr. Hopper, please find Ephum, or Mr. Hood ” 
Two more bolts were taken off the truck. Out of tL 

^er, and she seemed very 
tall, like her father. She was taller than he, in fact 

;n^ ^ s® 5 :^ant. Miss Carvel,” he said, with a mean- 

ing glance at the negress. 

“ Laws, Miss Jinny,” cried she, “I may ’s ’ell find Ephum 
I knows hes loafin’ somewhar hereabouts. An’ f ain’t 

Sle sfo™*” ’ “ck 

“ Mammy ! ” 

to 

repeated doggedly. 

^It wL^f tr ^%ht, — and perhaps he was. ^ 

It was at this critical juncture in the proceedino-s that 

JilnT^^H lightly into the stL behSd m 4 
fi! ; Hoppers eye was on him, and had taken in 

SLefc?* H?'® the import of his 

p * He was perliaps twenty, and wore a coat 

sprung in at the waist, and trousers of a light buff-color 
^at gathered at the ankle and were very copious abOT^ 

Slle?from%h^r°^ the straight type which has been 
called horn time immemorial fatrician. He had dark 

hair which escaped in waves from under his hat and 

giS cISef^TS? h"" they perceived Miss’ Vir^ 
g nia ^arvei. At sight of her, indeed, the fi■old-bp^dpd 

gyrations in midair. ^ 

Tv/T ^tt’ — “ Jinny » ” 

Mr. Hopper would have sold his soul to have been in 
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ward, and then stood starin/at f"" 

expression of iniurv on TiJa £<00 ^ comical 

Jinny’s serenity.^ She lauffh^? ^tS T""} 
nrinor chords n^pon Mr. nSpcrt h^^t-stSnt 
But the young gentleman very properly Sew ano-rv 

ginia,’’ll crild.^'^ Why Sdn^’t youtet 

‘‘You didn’footrfromaS^rLT^^ 

Carvel. ^‘^«A‘'"OTemS‘'TndT? ^ Jo« ” said Miss 
young gentlemen from nL OrSs^s fl" a"s^T“^ 
where I found Captain Lige’s boat And Mr R - 
brought me here to thf. «t^rta t ‘ x , ^wnsmade 
she continued rapidly to head off surprise Pa,” 

expostulations « How mean of hiS nJtTfeCe'-”^''’' 

cTmi r““®' ^ *»’ i™ rStii f: 

Miss Virginia’s Ilia gentleman waa 

he had hlard a ”nmo??mono^ « *” 

that^e wastonTryhrSaf 

. ^kere is Uncle Comyn '^” demanrlp/^ m n 
swmging his cane with impatience ^ ^ 

Hopper. 

a ii ^ she said, 

iiiphnm I ” shouted Mr. Colfax / -n 

where the deuce is f ‘‘Ephum! Easter, 

yours ? ” S^od-for-nothing husband of 

oughtn’t’Srbe Clarence. ’Spec he whah be 
“What?” 
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caUate; ' Mr. Hopper again, without: 

rising..'. ■ 

‘‘ fiease find Mr. Hood,*’ directed Mr. Colfax, with a 
wave of his cane, ‘‘ and say that Miss Carvel is here — ” 

WhereapoE Miss Carvel seated herself upon the edge 
of a bale and giggled, which did not have a soothing 
effect upon either of the young men. How abominably 
you were wont to behave, in those days, Virginia. 

“Just say that Mr. Colfax sent you,” Clarence con- 
tinued, with a note of irritation. “ There’s a good 
fellow.” 

Virginia laughed outright. Her cousin did not deign 
to look at her. His temper was slipping its leash. 

“ I wonder whether you hear me,” he remarked. 

No answer. . ■ . ' ■ 

“ Colonel Carvel hires you, doesn’t he ? He pays you 
wages, and the first time his daughter comes in here 
you refuse to do her a favor. By thunder, I’ll see that 
you are dismissed.” 

Still Eliphalet gave him no manner of attention, but 
began marking the tags at the bottom of the pile. 

It was at this unpropitious moment that Colonel Carvel 
walked into the store, and his daughter flew into his arms. 

“Well, well,” he said, kissing her, “ thought you’d 
surprise me, eh, Jinny ? ” 

“ Oh, Pa,” she cried, looking reproachfully np at his 
face. “ You knew — how mean of you ! ” 

“ I’ve been down on the Louisiana^ where some incon- 
siderate man told me, or I should not have seen you to- 
day. I was off to Alton. But what are these goings-on ?” 
said the Colonel, staring at young Mr. Colfax, rigid as 
one of his own gamecocks. He was standing defiantly 
over the stooping figure of the assistant manager. 

“Oh,” said Virginia, indifferently, “it’s only Clarence. 
He’s so tiresome. He’s always wanting to fight with 
somebody.” 

“ What’s the matter, Clarence ? ” asked the Colonel, 
with the mild concern which deceived so many of the 
undiscerning. 
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“This person, sir, refused to do a favor for vour clauo'h 
ter bhe told Inm, and I told him, to notify^Sr S 
that JIiss C arvel was here, and he refused.” 

1. ■■ SSi'? "'l™! — .UoA- 


lilff 


Colonel Carvel pulled his goatee, and smiled. 

Clarence, said lie, “I reckon I can run this estahlisli- 
mem, without any help from you and Jinny. I've been 
at It now tor a good many years.” 

Ir Mr. Barbo had not been eonstitutioiially unluekv lie 
migiit liave perceived Mr. Hopper, before dark that e'v’eii- 

certain eS- 

toii er who lived up town, and presently leave the store 
^- the sule entrance. He walkk as rapidlv as Iris leTg 

were a trifle short for Ids body- 
and in due time, as tlie lamps w'ere flickering, he arrived 

Lotus'" residence, on Tenth and 
i^ocust stieets. Ihen he walked slowly alorm- Tenth his 

eyes lifted to the tall, curtained windowt. Now am anon 
they scaiined passers-by for a chance acquaintance. 

the block, arriving amiin 
opposite the Carvel house, and beside Mr. Renault’s whir-li 
was .cross from it. Elipl.alet had inhCSeT I 
pie of mathematical chances. It is a fact that the dL 
cieet sometimes take chances. Towards the back of Mr 
Renault s residence, a wide area was sunk to the depth of 

Although the evening was chill, at first Mr Hnnnpv 
freely. He crouched in the area while^die 
steps of pedestrians beat above his head and took nr. 

Smotdts” hT^’C otler? 

n 1 1 peeped over the stone conino- 

witrho-htnndAhrtT'^"'' — now afalafe 

.T shades not yet drawn Thpro ixrac 
the dm.ng room, whore the „o^o tatS wi mor^“ 
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pantry, where the butler went 

the light. He held a ifewepapeJ^n Si half "'fudd'^T 

full m the window hp ^ ^ uanii. ouddenly, 

A gra«,M shS^pS^TL? PT'- 

her hands on his shoulders ^nd li , laid 

Now they sat betwert^ 

chair and leaning Mm l 

window. “ together looking out of the 

is“ f;e;"Tur rn"“‘ 

backed and bumDed ap-ainQf- fKo ^ wagon 

Eliphalet’s head dropped as if it^ haV?' 1^^“’ 
whlel. Above him Vsaifi J ^ f V the 

heard Mr. Renault’s voice sav it opened, and he 

“ Is thar vn P ® joice say, to some person below • — 

IS mat you, Capitaine Grant?” 
he same,” was the brief reply. 

‘p' -od. I 

« Art J f Renault.” 
windo,?"'*“~“'“‘' M'- and cloned tke 

Now was Eliphalet’s chance to bolt Tt,o, 
had come again, and it was cold Ri!t Pe^Pi^tion 
able little man, Renault, had ^ipeared^on ?ha 
above him. He had been runnin? ^ the pavement 

CapiilL-T™ Sy gSul"™’ ''“P “ “P "“<>• 

taiaedTpf;, “ wes a.e .eIf.„o„. 

door''|St’’thri^eu““¥f'’ “Alphonse!” A 
le Capitaine.” * pour Monsieur 

“ Oui, M’sieu.” ^ 

turn WlL'Twwd^caUed 

such respect. s-ptain, and treated with 
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^“6 to-night, Mr. Eenault,” 
said he. _ You go inside, or you’ll take cold.” 

Mr. Renault protested, asked about all the residents of 

i?hr'ni3 “a f heJ lt 

liheVrl Pi?i iiave dashed for 

hberty. Eliphalet did not possess that bind of bravery 

^ to turn toward his wagoS. 

tb«?«/ down the area instead, with the light from 

irtrMtIte ineffacear 

I or ti ait of him on Mr. Hoppers mind, so that he knew 
him instantly when he saw him years afterward. Little 
did he reckon that the fourth time he was to see him this 
man was to be President of the United States. He wore 
a close-cropped beard, an old blue army overcoat, and Ms 

sSXt O 'nf 'T " P"^ oojL uoi" 

Swiftly but silently the man reached dowm and hauled 
^ + sidewalk by the nape of the neck. 

blueTvefortria, 

Ehphalet did not answer. With one frantic wrench 
le freed himself, and ran down Locust Street. At the 
corner, turning fearfully, he perceived the man in the 
overcoat calmly preparing to unload his wood. 


CHAPTER III 


THE HHATTAINABLE SIMPLICITY 

' To Mr. Hopper the being caught was the unpardonable 
crime. And indeed, with many of us, it is humiliation 
and not conscience which makes the sting. He walked 
out to the end of the city’s growth westward, where the 
new houses were going up. He had reflected coolly on 
consequences, _ and found there were none to speak of. 
Many a moralist, Mr. Davitt included, would have shaken 
his head at this. Miss Crane’s whole Puritan household 
would have raised their hands in horror at such a doctrine. 

Some novelists I know of, who are in reality celebrated 
surg^ns in disguise, would have shown a good part of 
Mr. Eliphalet Hopper’s mental insides in as many words 
as I have taken to chronicle his arrival in St. Louis, 
ihey invite us to attend a clinic, and the horrible skill 
with which they wield the scalpel holds us spellbound, 
hor Cod has made all of us, rogue and saint, burglar and 
burgomaster, marvellously alike. We read a patent 
medicine circular and shudder with seven diseases. We 
peruse one of Mr. So and So’s intellectual tonics and are 
sure we are complicated scandals, fearfully and wonder- 
luily made. 

Alp, I have neither the skill nor the scalpel to show 
; ^e dipases of Mr. Hopper’s mind; if, indeed, he had any. 
Conscience, when contracted, is just as troublesome as 
cioup. Mr. Hopper was thoroughly healthy. He had 
ambition, as I have said. But he was not morbidly sen- 

n enough when he got back to the 

boarding-house, i^ioh he found in as high a pitch of ex- 
citement as New Englanders 'ever reach. 

And over what ? 
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Over the prospective arrival that evening of the Brices, 
mother and son, from, Boston. Miss Crane had received 
the message in the morning. Palpitating with the news, 
she had hurried rustling to ' Mrs. Abner Reed, with the 
paper in her hand. 

I guess you don’t mean Mrs. Appleton Brice,” said 
Mrs. Reed. 

‘^That’s Just who I mean,” answered Miss Crane, trium- 
phantly, — nay, aggressively. 

Mrs. Abner shook her curls in a way that made people 
overwhelm her with proofs. 

Mirandy, you’re cracked,” said she. Ain’t you never 
been to Boston?” 

Miss Crane bridled. This was an uncalled-for insult. 

I guess I visited down Boston-way oftener than you, 
Eliza Reed. You never had any clothes.” 

Ml'S, Reed’s strength was her imperturbability. 

‘‘ And you never set eyes on the Brice house, opposite 
the Common, with the swelled front? I’d like to find out 
where you were a-visitin’. And you’ve never heard tell 
of the Brice homestead, at Westbury, that was Colonel 
Wilton Brice’s, who fought in the Revolution ? I’m 
astonished at you, Mirandy. When I used to be at the 
Dales’, in Mount Vernon Street, in thirty-seven, Mrs. 
Charles Atterbury Brice used to come there in her car- 
riage, a-eallin’. She was Appleton’s mother. Severe ! 
Save us,” exclaimed Mrs. Reed, ‘‘but she was stiff as 
starched crepe. His father was minister to France. The 
Brices were in the India trade, and they had money enough 
to buy the whole of St. Louis.” 

Miss Crane rattled the letter in her hand. She brought 
forth her reserves. 

“ Yes, and Appleton Brice lost it all, in the panic. And 
then he died, and left the widow and son without a 
cent.” 

Mrs. Reed took off her spectacles. 

“I want to know ! ” she exclaimed, “ The durned fool I 
Well, Appleton Brice didn’t have the family brains, and 
he was kind of soft-hearted. I’ve heard Mehitabei Dale 
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Miss Crane s triumph was not over. 

“ S'Ls.; fsrEJ “'»• “”«■ -’“M7- 

the Ss. “I «» m.ka ready for 

£ t?ht “ ■'»“ to a“d' 

wrS a“S?4S ‘So w“ InS7i.tr *" 

fexrSnS’patsrs °* t " 

Sions of the Briee family pieced totetlie'/th^f 
scattered residents from PnWf«n f" 

Louis. And ferbmSS^tSS “,*'■“ “‘S'* St. 
and tear of many house-oleaniinre of ""oor 

indulged in throup’hmit fhe^ ^ kind Miss Crane 

Mr? EliphSlopS ooZ'rS S r 

»iet on tL steps ami %Pnn 
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lost. Commercial supremacy, — that was Mr. Hopper’s 
creed, i'amily is a good thing, but of what use is a crest 
without the panels on which to paint it ? Can a diamond 
brooch shine on a . calico gown ? Mr. Hopper deemed 
church the place for worship. He likewise had his own 
idol in his closet. 

Eliphalet at Willesden had heard a great deal of Bos* 
ton airs and graces and intellectuality, of the favored 
few of that city who lived in mysterious houses, and who 
crossed the sea in ships. He pictured Mrs. Brice asking 
for a spoon, and young Stephen sniffing at Mrs- Crane’s 
boarding-house. And he resolved with democratic spirit 
that he would teach Stephen a lesson, if opportunity 
offered. His own discrepanc}?- between the real and the 
imagined was no greater than that of the rest of his fellow- 
boarders. 

Barring Eliphalet, there was a dress parade that even- 
ing, — silks and bombazines and broadcloths, and Miss 
Crane’s special preserves on the tea-table. Alas, that 
most of the deserved honors of this world should fall upon 
barren ground ! 

The quality which baffled Mr. Hopper, and some other 
boarders, was simplicity. None save the truly great pos- 
sess it (but this is not generally known). Mrs. Brice 
was so natural, that first evening at tea, that all were dis- 
appointed. The hero upon the reviewing stand with the 
halo of the Unknown behind his head is one thing ; the 
lady of Family who sits beside you at a boarding-house 
and discusses the weather and the journey is quite another. 
They were prepared to hear Mrs. Brice rail at the dirt of 
St. Louis and the crudity of the West. They pictured 
her referring with sighs to her Connections, and bew’^ail- 
ing that Stephen could not have finished his course at 
Harvard. 

She did nothing of the sort. 

The first shock was so great that Mrs. Abner Reed cried 
in the privacy of her chamber, and the Widow Crane con- 
fessed her disappointment to the confiding ear of her bosom 
friend, Mrs. Merrill. Not many years later a man named 
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Grant was to be in Springfield, with a carpet bag, despised 
as a vagabond., A very homely man named Lincoln went 
to Cincinnati to try a case before the Supreme Court, and 
was snubbed by a man named Stanton. 

When we meet the truly great, several things may hap- 
pen, 111 the first place, ws begin to believe in their luck, 
or fate, or whatever we choose to call it, and to curse our 
own. We begin to respect ourselves the more, and to 
realize that they are merely clay like us, that we are great 
men without Opportunity. Sometimes, if we live long 
enough near the Gi^eat, we begin to have misgivings. 
Then there is hope for us. 

Mrs. Brice, with her simple black gowns, quiet manner, 
and serene face, with her interest in others and none in 
herself, had a wonderful effect upon the boarders. They 
were nearly all prepared to be humble. They grew arro- 
gant and pretentious. They asked Mrs. Brice if she knew 
this and that person of consequence in Boston, with whom 
they claimed relationship or intimacy. Her answers were 
amiable and self-contained. 

But what shall we say of Stephen Brice? Let us con- 
fess at once that it is he who is the hero of this story, and 
not Eliphalet Hopper. It would, be so easy to paint 
Stephen in shining colors, and to make him a first-class 
prig (the horror of all novelists), that we must begin 
with the drawbacks. First and worst, it must be con- 
fessed that Stephen had at that time what has been called 
the Boston manner.” This was not Stephen’s fault, but 
Boston’s. Young Mr. Brice possessed that wonderful 
power of expressing distance in other terms besides ells 
and furlongs, — and yet he was simple enough with it all. 

Many a furtive stare he drew from the table that even- 
ing. Thei’e were one or two of discernment present, 
and they noted that his were the generous features of a 
marked man, — if he chose to become marked. He inher- 
ited his mother’s look; hers was the face of a strong 
woman, wide of sympathy, broad of experience, showing 
peace of mind amid troubles — the touch of femininity 
was there to soften it. 
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Her son had the air of the college-bred. In these siir- 
roundings he escaped arrogance by the wonderful kindli- 
ness of his eye, wdiich lighted when his mother spoke to 
him. But he was not at home at Miss Crane’s table, and 
he made no attempt to appear at his ease. 

This was an unexpected pleasure for Mr. Elipbalet 
Hopper. Let it not be thought that he was the only one 
at that table to indulge in a little secret rejoicing. But 
it was a peculiar satisfaction to him' to reflect that these 
people, who had held up their heads for so many genera- 
tions, were humbled at last. To be humbled meant, in 
Mr. Hopper’s philosophy, to lose one’s money. It was 
thus he gauged the importance of his acquaintances ; it 
wms thus he hoped some day to he gauged. And he 
trusted and believed that the time wmuld come when he 
could give his fillip to the upper rim of fortune’s wheel, 
and send it spinning downward. 

Mr. Hopper wms drinking his tea and silently forming 
an estimate. He concluded that young Brice was not the 
type to acquire the money which his father had lost. 
And he reflected that Stephen must feel as strange in St. 
Louisas a cod might amongst the cat-fish in the Mississippi. 
So the assistant managej of Carvel & Company resolved 
to indulge in the pleasure of patronizing the Bostonian. 

Gallatin’ to go to work ? ” he asked him, as the 
boarders walked into the best room. 

“Yes,” replied Stephen, taken aback. And it maybe 
said here that, if Mr. Hopper underestimated him, cer- 
tainly he underestimated Mr. Hopper. 

“It ain’t easy to get a job this Fall,” said Eliphalet, 
“St. Louis bouses have felt the panic.” 

“I am sorry to hear that.” 

“ "What business was you callatin’ to grapple with ? ” 

“ Law,” said Stephen. 

“ Gosh !” exclaimed Mr. Hopper, “I want to knovv.” 
In reality he was a bit chagrined, having pictured with 
some pleasure the Boston aristocrat going from store to 
store for a situation. “You didn’t come here figurin’ on 
makin’ a pile, I guess.” 
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“A ■what?” 

“ A pile.” 

looked down and over Mr. Hopper attentively 
He took m the blocky shoulders and thl square head 
and he pictured the little eyes at a vanishhii-point fn 
mes of a bargain Then humor - blessed humfr- came 
to his rescue. He had entered the race in the West 
where all start equal. He had come here, like this man 

ially!^^^* ” 1'® asked gen- 

1^^' Brice decided to answer that. 

l^as changed his mind ” 

“No.” 

Silent laughter. 

woulrlnTr -fippper, slowly and with conviction, “ they 


CHAPTER IV 


BLACK CATTLE 

Later that evening Stephen Brice was sitting by the 
open windows in his mother’s room, looking silently down 
on the street'lights below. 

•^^Well, my dear,” asked the lady, at length, “what do 
you think of it all ? ” 

“ They are kind people,” he said, 

“Yes, they are kind,” she assented, with a sigh. “ But 
they are not — they are not from among our friends, 
Stephen.” 

“ I thought that one of our reasons for coming West, 
mother,” answered Stephen. 

His mother looked pained. 

“Stephen, how can you ! We came West in order that 
you might have more chance for the career to which you 
are entitled. Our friends in Boston were more than 
good.” 

He left the window and came and stood behind her 
chair, his hands clasped playfully beneath her chin. 

“ Have you the exact date about you, mother ? ” 

“ What date, Stephen ? ” 

“When I shall leave St. Louis for the United States 
Senate. And you must not forget that there is a youth 
limit in our Constitution for senators.” 

Then the widow smiled, — a little sadly, perhaps. But 
still a wonderfully sweet smile. And it made her strong 
face akin to all that was human and helpful. 

“ I believe that you have the subject of my first speech 
in that august assembly. And, by the way, what was 
it"? 

“It was on ‘The Status of the Emigrant,”’ she re- 

29 


30 


THE CRISIS 

motile? proving that she was his 

“And It touched the Rights of Privacy,” he added 

St. lS 

and JOur misguided profession, statesmen 

and authors and emigrants and other public charges have 
no Rights oi Privacy,” said she. “ Mr. Longfeflow told 
me once that they were to name a brand of flour for him 
and that he had no redress.” ’ 

sion?”''L^rr ' '"P Crane’s Commis- 

Sion . Be asked, with amused interest. 

His mother laughed. 

“ Yes,” she said quietly. 

“ThTi'Mr?Il,r“R "fPert members,” he continued. 

T f ^ shining light in any 

-1 < 5 *liP li ^ ^™ss-examination. She 

she had evidently studied our case ” 

know ali?bok nf ^ suppose they 
«n nJ. 1 8, moment— “I had 

so hoped that they wouldn’t. They lead the same narrow 

tnwn° did in tiieir little New Eno’knd 

‘?Moth?7^ 

-ills that^Mr °Wl" f Englanders here 

1 directed ns elsewhere — ” 

e probi^ly thought that we should feel at hnm<a 

among New Englanders. I hope the Sonthemers willT 

Randolphs with ‘Xrt'e 

S™'.’"* " n“‘ HoIUngdean, Lord NortSkhsie' 

IleanrCdTpt* t T ^ 

way she ...0™?’^ ‘S^ish 

Erf^thSt°th? ™ ®*“°” And I'htve 

hS in st LoSs"“ “ “'i« 
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« You did not glean that from Judge Whipple’s letter^ 
mother/’ said Stephen, mischievously. 

He was very, frank in his letter,” sighed Mrs. Brice, 
imagine he is always frank, to put it delicately.” 

Your father always spoke in praise of Silas Whipple^ 
my dear. I have heard him call him one of the ablest 
Lwyers in the country. He won a remarkable case 
for Appleton here, and he once said that the Judge ^voiild 
have sat on the Supreme Bench if he had not been pur- 
sued with such relentlessness by rascally politicians.” 

The Judge indulges in a little relentlessness now and 
then, himself. He is not precisely what might be termed 
a mild man, if what we hear is correct.” 

Mrs. Brice started. 

“ What have you heard ? ” she asked, 

“Well, there was a gentleman on the steamboat wlio 
said that it took more courage to enter the Judge’s private 
office than to fight a Border Ruffian. And another, a 
young lawyer, wdio declared that he would rather face a 
wild cat than ask Whipple a question on the new 
code. And yet he said that the Judge knew more law 
than any man in the West. And lastly, there is a polished 
gentleman named Hopper here from Massachusetts who 
enlightened me a little more.” 

Stephen paused and bit his tongue. He saw that she 
was distressed by these things. Heaven knows that she 
had borne enough trouble in the last few months. 

“Come, mother,” he said gently, “you should know 
how to take my jokes by this time. I didn’t mean it. 
I am sure the Judge is a good man, — one of those aggres- 
sive good men who make enemies. I have but a single 
piece of guilt to accuse him of.” 

“ And what is that ?” asked the widow. 

“The cunning forethought which he is showing in 
wishing to have it said that a certain Senator and Judge 
Brice was trained in his office.” 

“ Stephen — you goose ! ” she said. 

Her eye wandered around the room, ^ — Widow Crane’s 
best bedroom. It was dimly lighted by an extremely 
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ugly lamp. The hideous stuffy bed curtains and the 
more hideous imitation marble mantel were the two 
objects that held her glance. There was no ehange in 
he^ calm demeanor. But Stephen, who knew Ms mother, 
felt that her little elation over her arrival had ebbed. 
Neither would confess dejection to the other. 

« I, — even I, — ” said Stephen, tapping his chest, have 
at least made the acquaintance of one px'omxnent citizen, 
Mr. Eliphalet D. Hopper. According to Mr. Dickens, 
he is a true American gentleman, for he chews tobacco. 
He has been in St. Louis five years, is now assistant 
manager of the largest dry goods house, and still lives in 
one of Miss Crane’s four-dollar rooms. I think we may 
safely say that he will be a millionaire before I am a 
senator.” 

He paused. 

And mother ? ” 

“ Yes, dear.” 

He put his hands in his pockets and walked over to 
the window. 

‘‘ I think that it would be better if I did the same thing.” 

“What do you mean, my son — ” 

“If I went to work, —started sweeping out a store, I 
mean. See here, mother, you’ve sacrificed enough for 
me already. After paying father’s debts, we’ve come 
out here with only a few thousand dollars, and the nine 
hundred I saved out of this year’s Law School allowance. 
What shall we do when that is gone? The honorable 
legal profession, as my friend reminded me to-night, is not 
the swiftest road to millions.” 

With a mother’s discernment she guessed the agitation 
he was striving to hide ; she knew that he had been gath- 
ering courage for this moment for months. And she 
knew that he was renouneing thus lightly, for her sake, 
an ambition he had had from his school days. 

The widow passed her hand over her brow. It was a 
space before she answered him. 

“ My son,” she said, “ let us never speak of this again. 
It was your father’s dearest wish that you should become 


BLACK CATTLE 


33 


a lawyer, and — and his wishes are sacred. God will take 
care of us/’ 

She rose and kissed him good-night. 

Remember, my dear, when you go to Judge Whipple 
in the morning, remember his kindness, and — ” 

‘‘And keep my temper. I shall, mother.” 

A while later he stole gently back into her room again. 
She was on her knees by the walnut bedstead. 

At nine the next morning Stephen left Miss Crane’s, 

f irded for the struggle with the redoubtable Silas Whipple. 

le was not afraid, but a poor young man as an applicant 
to a notorious dragon is not likely to be handled with 
velvet, even though the animal had been a friend of 
his father. Dragons as a rule have had a hard time in 
their youths, and believe in others’ having a hard time. 

To a young man, who as his father’s heir in Boston had 
been the subject of marked consideration by his elders, the 
situation was keenly distasteful. But it had to be gone 
through. So presently, after inquiry, he came to the open 
square where the new Court House stood, the dome of 
which was indicated by a mass of staging, and one wing 
still to be completed. Across from the building, on Mar- 
ket Street, and in the middle of the block, what had once 
been a golden hand pointed up a narrow dusty stairway. 
Here was a sign, “ Law office of Silas Whipple. ” 

Stephen climbed the stairs, and arrived at a ground- 
glass door, on which the sign was repeated. Behind that 
door was the future : so he opened it fearfully, with an 
impulse to throw his arm above his head. But he was 
struck dumb on beholding, instead of a dragon, a good- 
natured young man who smiled a broad welcome. The 
reaction was as great as though one entered a dragon’s 
den, armed to the teeth, to find a St. Bernard doing the 
honors. 

Stephen’s heart went out to this young man, — after 
that organ had jumped back into its place. This keeper 
of the dragon looked the part. Even the long black coat 
which custom then decreed could not hide the bone and 


THE CRISIS 


M 

sine winder it. ..The young man; had a broad forehead^ 
placid Dresden-blue eyes, ' flaxen hair, and : the German 
coloring. Across one of his high cheek-bones was a great 
jagged scar which seemed to add distmctioii to his appear- 
ance. That caught Stephen’s eye, and held it. He won- 
dered whether it were the result of an encounter with the 
Judge. ■ 

“ You wish t© see Mr. Whipple?” he asked, in the 
accents of an educated German. 

“ Yes,” said Stephen, “ if he isn’t busy.” 

“ He is out,” said the other, with just a suspicion of a 
d in the word. “You know he is much occupied now, 
fighting election frauds. You read the papers ? ” 

“I am a stranger here,” said Stephen. 

“ Ach ! ” exclaimed the German, “ now I know you, Mr. 
Brice. The young one from Boston the Judge spoke of. 
But you did not tell him of jmir arrival.” 

“I did not wish to bother him,” Stephen replied, 
smiling. 

“My name is Richter — Carl Richter, sir.” 

The pressure of Mr. Richter’s big hands warmed Stephen 
as nothing else had since he had come West. He was 
moved to return it with a little more fervor than he usu- 
ally showed. And he felt, whatever the Judge might be, 
that he had a powerful friend near at hand — Mr. Rich- 
ter’s welcome came near being an embrace. 

“ Sit down, Mr. Brice,” he said ; “ mild weather for 
November, eh? The Judge will be here in an hour.” 

Stephen looked around him : at the dusty books on the 
shelves, and the still dustier books heaped on Mr. Richter’s 
big table ; at the cuspidors ; at the engravings of Wash- 
ington and Webster; at the window in the jog which 
looked out on the court-house square; and finally at 
another ground-glass door on which was printed : — 

SILAS WHIPPLE 
PRIVATE 

This, then, was the den, — the arena in which was to 
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take place a memorable interview. But the tbougM, of, 
waiting an hour for the dragon to appear was disquieting. 
Stephen remembered that he had something over nine 
hundred dollars in his pocket (which he had saved out 
of his last year’s allowance at the Law School). So he 
asked Mr. Richter, who was dusting off a chair, to direct 
him to the neai'est bank. 

‘‘ Why, certainly,” said he ; ‘‘ Mr. Brinsmade’s bank on 
Chestnut Street.” He took Stephen to the window and 
pointed across the square. “ I am sorry I cannot go with 
you,” he added, “but the Judge’s negro, Shadrach, is ont, 
and I must stay in the office. I will give you a note to 
Mr. Brinsmade.” 

“ His negro ! ” exclaimed Stephen. “ Why, I thought 
that Mr. Whipple was an Abolitionist.” 

Mr. Richter laughed. 

“The man is free,” said he, “The Judge pays him 
wages.” 

Stephen thanked his new friend for the note to the 
bank president, and went slowly down the stairs. To be 
keyed up to a battle-pitch, and then to have the battle 
deferred, is a trial of flesh and spirit. 

As he reached the pavement, he saw people gathering 
in front of the wide entrance of the Court House opposite, 
and perched on the copings. He hesitated, curious. Then 
he walked slowly toward the place, and buttoning his 
coat, pushed through the loafers and passers-by dallying 
on the outskirts of the crowd. There, in the bright 
November sunlight, a sight met his eyes which turned 
Mm sick and dizzy. 

Against the walls and pillars of the building, already 
grimy with soot, crouched a score of miserable human 
beings waiting to be sold at auction. Mr. Lynch’s slave 
pen had been disgorged that morning. Old and young, 
husband and wife, — the moment was come for all and 
each. How hard the stones ! and what more pitiless than 
the gaze of their fellow-creatures in the crowd below I 
0 friends, we who live in peace and plenty amongst 
our families, how little do we realize the terror and the 
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misery and the dumb heart-aches of those days ! Stephen 
thought with agony of seeing his own mother sold before 
his eyes, and the building in front of him was lifted 
from its foundation and rocked even as shall the temples 
on the judgment day. 

The oily auctioneer was inviting the people to pinch 
the wares. Men came forward to feel the creatures^ and 

one brute, unshaven and 
with filthy linen, snatched a child from its mother’s lap 
btephen shuddered with the sharpest pain he had ever 
fenown. An ocean-wide tempest arose in his breast, — a 
Samson s strength to break the pillars of the temple 
to slay these men with his bare hands. Seven ffenera- 
tions of stern life and thought had their focus here in 
him, — from Oliver Cromwell to John Brown. 

Steplmn was far from prepared for the storm that rag-ed 
within him. He had not been brought up an Abolitionist, 
— far from It. Nor had his father’s friends — who were 
deemed at that time the best people in Boston — been 
Abolitionists. Only three years before, when Boston had 
been aflame over the delivery of the fugitive Anthony 

uins, Stephen had gone out of curiosity to the mass 
meeting at haneuil Hall. How well he remembered his 
father s indignation when he confessed it, and in his 
anger Mr. Bnce had called Phillips and Parker » ao-ita- 
tors.” But his father, nor his father’s friends in B^ton 
traffic.^^^^ brought face to face with this hideous 

Hark I Was that the sing-song voice of the auctioneer ? 
He was sel mg the cattle. High and low, caressing ami 
menacing, he teased and exhorted them to buy. ^Thev 
were bidding, yes, for the possession of souls, blddino- in 
the currency of the Great Republic. And betwSn^tl e 

thf ^ despair. What was 

w» te»Lg of tiS 

TOree - fcui were sold while Stephen w.s in a dream 

ch2« “O'"! to 

cuatter gayly. But the misery m front of him held 
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Stephen in a spell. '’Figures stood' out from the group. 
A white-haired patriarch, with eyes raised to the sky ; a 
flat-breasted woman whose child was gone, whose weakness 
made her valueless. Then two girls were pushed forth, one 
a quadroon of great beauty, to be fingered. Stephen 
turned his face away, — to behold Mr. Eliphalet Hopper 
looking calmly on. 

“ Wal, Mr. Brice, this is an interesting show now, ain’t 
it? Something don’t have. I generally stop here to 
take a look when I’m passing.” And he spat tobacco juice 
on the coping. 

Stephen came to his senses. 

And you are from New England?” he said. 

Mr. Hopper laughed. 

‘‘Tarnation ! ” said he, “you get used to it. When I 
come here, I was a sort of an Abolitionist. But after 
you’ve lived here awhile you get to know that niggers 
ain’t fit for freedom.” 

Silence from Stephen. 

“ Likely gal, that beauty,” Eliphalet continued unre- 
pressed. “There’s a well-known New Orleans dealer 
named Jenkins after her. I callate she’ll go down river.” 

“ I reckon you’re right, Mistah,” a man with a matted 
beard chimed in, and added with a wink: “she’ll find it 
pleasant enough — fer a while. Some of those other nig- 
gers will go too, and they’d ruther go to hell. They do treat 
’em nefarious daown thah on the wholesale plantations. 
Household niggers ! there ain’t none |>etter off than them. 
But seven years in a cotton swamp, — seven years it takes; 
that’s all, Mistah.” 

Stephen moved away. He felt that to stay near the 
man was to be tempted to murder. He moved away, and 
just then the auctioneer yelled, “ Attention ! ” 

“ Gentlemen,” he cried, “ I have heah two sisters, the 
prope’ty of the late Mistah Robe’t Benbow, of St. Louis, 
as fine a pair of wenches as was ever offe’d to the public 
from these heah steps — ” 

“ Speak for the handsome gal,” cried a wag. 

“Sell off the cart boss fust,” said another. 
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The auctioneer turned to the darker sister. 

^‘Sal ain’t much on looks, gentlemen,” he said, ^^but 
she’s the best nigger for work Mistah Benbow had.” He 
seized her arm and squeezed it, while the girl flinched and 
drew back. “She’s solid, gentlemen, and sound as a 
dollar, and she kin sew and cook. Twenty-two years old. 
What am I bid?” 

Mu^^^ to the auctioneer’s disgust, Sal was bought in for 
four hundred dollars, the interest in the beautiful sister 
having made the crowd impatient. Stephen, sick at heart, 
turned to leave. Halfway to the corner he met a little 
elderly man who was the color of a dried gourd. And 
just as Stephen passed him, this man was overtaken by 
an old negress, with tears streaming down her face, who 
seized the threadbare hem of his coat. Stephen paused 
involuntarily. 

“ Well, Nancy,” said the little man, “ we had marvellous 
luck. I was able to buy your daughter for you wdth less 
than the amount of your savings.” 

“ T’ank you, Mistah Cantah,” wailed the poor woman, 
H’ank you, suh. Praised be de name ob de Lawd. He 
gib me Sal again. Oh, Mistah Cantah ” (the agony in 
that cry), “ is you gwineter stan’ heah an’ see her sister 
Hester sol’ to — to — oh, ma little chile ! De little 
chile dat I nussed, dat I raised up in God’s ’ligion. Mis- 
tah Cantah, save her, suh, f’om dat wicked life o’ sin. De 
Lawd Jesus’ll rewa’d you, suh. Dis ole woman’ll wuk fo’ 
you twell de flesh drops off’ii her fingers, suh.” 

And had he not held her, she would have gone down 
on her knees on the stone flagging before him. Her suffer- 
ing was stamped on the little man’s face, — and it seemed 
to Stephen that this was but one trial more which adversity 
had brought to Mr. Canter. 

“Nancy,” he answered (how often, and to liow many, 
must he have had to say the same thing), “ I haven’t the 
money, Nancy. Would to God that I had, Nancy ! ” 

She had sunk down on the bricks. But she had not 
fainted. It was not so merciful as that. It was Stephen 
who lifted her, and helped her to the coping, where she 
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sat with her head bowed between her knees, the scarlet 
bandanna awry. 

Stephen Brice was not of a descent to do things upon 
impulse. But the tale was told in after days that one 
of his first actions in St. Louis was of this nature. The 
Avaters stored for ages in the four great lakes, giA'en the 
opportunity, rush over Niagara Falls into Ontario. 

Take the Avomaii away,” said Stephen, in a low voice, 
‘^and I will buy the girl, — if I can.” 

The little man looked up, dazed. 

‘^‘Give me your card, — your address. I will buy the 
girl, if I can, and set her free.” 

He fumbled in his pocket and drew out a dirty piece of 
pasteboard. It read : R, Canter, Second Hand F'uriiL 
ture, 20 Second Street.” And still he stared at Stephen, 
as one who gazes upon a mystery. A few curious pedes- 
trians had stopped in front of them. 

Get her away, if you can, for God’s sake,” said Stephen 
again. And he strode off toward the people at the 
auction. He was trembling. In his eagerness to reach 
a place of vantage before the girl was sold, he pushed 
roughly into the crowd. 

But suddenly he was brought up short by the blocky 
body of Mr. Hopper, who grunted with the force of the 
impact. 

‘‘‘Gosh,” said that gentleman, “but you are inters’ted. 
They ain’t begun to sell her yet — he’s waitin’ for some- 
body. Gallatin’ to buy her?” asked Mr. Hopper, with 
genial humor. 

Stephen took a deep breath. If he knocked Mr. Hopper 
down, he certainly could not buy her. And it was a relief 
to knoAV that the sale had not begun. 

As for Eliphalet, he was beginning to like young Brice. 
He approA^ed of any man from Boston who Avas not 
too squeamish to take pleasure in a little affair of this 
kind. 

As for Stephen, Mr. Hopper brought him back to earth. 
He ceased trembling, and began to think. 

‘“TarnationI ” said Eliphalet. “There’s my boss, Colonel 
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Carvel,, across the street. Guess I’d better move on. Bnt 
what d’ye think 'of him for a rearSouthern gentleman? 
The young dandy is his nephew, Clarence Colfax, He 
callates to ■ own this town.” Eliphalet was speaking 
leisurely, as usual, while preparing to move. That’s 
Virginia Carvel, in' red. ■ Any gals down Boston-way to 
beat her ? Guess you won’t find many as proud.” 

■ He departed. And Stephen glanced absently at the 
group. They were picking their way over the muddy 
crossing toward him. Was it possible that these ' people 
were coming to a slave auction? ■ ' Surely' not. ' And yet' 
here they were on the pavement at bis very side. 

She wore - a long Talma of crimson cashmere, and her 
face was in that most seductive of frames, a scoop bonnet 
of dark green velvet. For a fleeting second her eyes met 
his, and then her lashes fell. But he was aware, when he 
had turned away, that she was looking at him again. He 
grew uneasy. He wondered whether his appearance be- 
trayed his purpose, or made a question of his sanity. 

Sanity ! Yes, probably he was insane from her point of 
view. A sudden anger shook him that she should be 
there calmly watching such a scene. 

Just then there was a hush among the crowd. The 
beautiful slave-girl was seized roughly by the man in 
charge and thrust forward, half fainting, into view. 
Stephen winced. But unconsciously he turned, to see 
the effect upon Virginia Garvel. 

Thank God ! There were tears upon her lashes. 

Here was the rasp of the auctioneer’s voice : — 
Gentlemen, I reckon there ain’t never been offered to 
bidders such an opportunity as this heah. Look at her 
well, gentlemen. I ask you, ain’t she a splendid crea- 
ture ? ” 

Colonel Carvel, in annoyance, started to move on. 

Come Jinny,” he said, ‘‘ I had no business to bring you 
over,” 

But Virginia caught his arm, ^^Pa,” she cried, ‘Tt’a 
Mr. Benbow’s Hester. Don’t go, dear. Buy her for me 
You know that I always wanted her. Please I ” 
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Youn^ halted, irresolute, and pulled his goatee. 

®*®pped in between them. 

1 11 buy her for you. Jinny. Mother promised you a 
present, you know, and you shall have her.” ^ 

V irginia had calmed. 

“Do buy her, one of you,” was all she said. 

« o bidding, Clarence,” said the Colonel 

and we 11 settle the ownership afterward.” Takin? Tir- 
gima s arm, he escorted her across the street. ^ 

1 “ in a quandary. Here was a home for 

the girl, and a good one. Why should he spend the money 
which meant so much to him ? He saw the man jTnS 

STet\e°r?® Srh ,1 7®*— suppose Mr. Colfax did 

afSSi“ “1’ ““ I>ta Ta-y 


CHAPTER V 

THE EIEST SEAEK PASSES 

/‘Now, gentlemen,” shouted the auctioneer, when he 
had finished his oration upon the girl’s attractions, “ what 
am I bid? Eight hundred ? ” 

Stephen caught his breath. There was a long pause. 
No one cared to start the bidding. 

“ Come, gentlemen, come ! There’s my friend Alf Jen- 
kins. He knows what she’s worth to a cent. What’ll 
you give, Alf ? Is it eight hundred ? ” 

Mr. Jenkins winked at the auctioneer, and the crowd 
joined in the laugh. 

“ Three hundred !” he said. 

The auctioneer was mortally offended. Then some one 
cried : — 

“ Three hundred and fifty ! ” 

It was young Colfax. He was recognized at once, by 
name, evidently as a person of importance. 

“ Thank you, Mistah Colfax, suh,” said the auctioneer, 
with a servile wave of the hand in his direction, while the 
crowd twisted their necks to see him. He stood very 
straight, very haughty, as if entirely oblivious to his con- 
spicuous position. 

“ Three seventy-five ! ” 

“That’s better, Mistah Jenkins,” said the auctioneer, 
sarcastically. He turned to the girl, who might have 
stood to a sculptor for a figure of despair. Her hands 
were folded in front of her, her head bowed down. The 
auctioneer put his hand under her chin and raised it 
roughly. “Cheer up, my gal,” he said, “you ain’t got 
nothing to blubber about now.” 

Hester’s breast heaved, and from her black eyes there 
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shot a magnificent look of defiance., tie langhed. ; That 
.was tlie white Hood. 

1' . , . The white blood ! 

Clarence Colfax had his bid taken from his lips. Above 
the heads of the people he had a quick vision of a young 

; man with a determined face, whose voice rang clear and 

'/ strong,.— 

Four hundred ! ’’ 

Even the auctioneer, braced two ways, was thrown ofi 
i his balance by the sudden appearance of this new force. 

Stephen grew red over the sensation he made. Appar- 
! ently the others present had deemed competition with 

such as Jenkins and young Colfax the grossest folly. 
He was treated to much liberal staring before the oily 
salesman arranged his wits to grapple with the third 
■; factor. 

i “■Four hundred from — from — from that gentleman.’^ 

I And the chubby index seemed the finger of scorn. 

;i ^‘ Foiir hundred and fifty ! ” said Mr. Colfax, defiantly. 

I Whereupon Mr. Jenkins, the New Orleans dealer, 

I lighted a very long cigar and sat down on the coping. 

!f The auctioneer paid no attention to this manoeuvre. But 

Mr. Brice and Mr. Colfax, being very young, fondly 

i imagined that they had the field to themselves, to fight 

to a finish. 

Here wisdom suggested in a mild whisper to Stephen 
I that there was a last chance to pull out. And let Colfax 

I have the girl ? Never. That was pride, and most repre- 

/ hensible. But second he thought of Mr. Canter and old 

I Nancy, and that was not pride. 

“ Four seventy-five !” he cried. 

, ‘‘ Thank j/ow, sub.” 

“ Now fur it, young uns ! ’ ■ said the wag, and the crowd 
howled with merriment. 

‘‘ Five hundred ! ” snapped Mr. Colfax. 

He was growing angry. But Stephen was from New 
England, and poor, and he thought of the size of Ms 
purse. A glance at his adversary showed that his blood 
was up. Money was plainly no consideration to Mm, and 
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young Colfax did not seem to be the kind who would relish 
returning to a young, lady and acknowledge a defear 

shot uo t Y The Southerner 

shot up hfty. Again Stephen raised it ten. He was in 

full possession of himself now, and proof against the 

M Y ^ remarks in favor of 

Mr. Colfax. In an incredibly short time the latter’s 

douSr^'*^ had brought them to eight hundred and ten 

1 hen several things happened very quioklv. 

^ Mr. Jenkins got up from the curb and said, “Ei^ht 
bundled and twenty-five,” with his cigar in his moufh 

gltncSi af of excitement died when Stephen^ 

glancing at Colfax for the next move, saw that vounJ 

Colonel.^ And across the street was Miss Virginia Carvel 
tapping her foot on the pavement. gmia oarvel, 

“ What are you about, sir ? ” the Colonel cried “ Thp 
wench isn’t worth it.” oxieu. ine 

Mr. Colfax shook himself free. 

‘‘ I’ve got to buy her now, sir,” he cried. 

with “^0“ o™ .long 

^ Naturally Mr. Colfax was very angry. He strucro-lprl 

wlo JJSnofi' xWS'ufaStt tj 

And Ta !!?d““ten'S. 

s .KrnfK “graFs 
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been considerately silent during the event. It was Mr. 
Brice who was now the centre of observation. 

“Gome, gentlemen, come ! this here’s a joke — eight 
twenty-five. She’s worth two thousand. I’ve been in 
the business twenty yea’s, and I neve’ seen her equal. 
Give me a bid, Mr. — Mr. — you have the advantage of 
me, sub.” 

“Eight hundred and thirty-five !” said Stephen. 

“Now, Mr. Jenkins, now, suh! we’ve got twenty mo’ 
to sell.” 

“Eight fifty! ” said Mr, Jenkins. 

“ Eight sixty I ” said Stephen, and they cheered him. 

Mr. Jenkins took his cigar out of his teeth, and stared. 

“ Eight seventy-five ! ” said he. 

“ Eight eighty-five I ” said Stephen. 

There was a breathless pause. 

“Nine hundred ! ” said the trader. 

“ Nine hundred and ten !” cried Stephen. 

At that Mr. Jenkins whipped his hat from off his head, 
and made Stephen a derisive bow. 

“ She’s youahs, suh,” he said. “ These here are panic 
times. I’ve struck my limit. I can do bettah in Louis- 
ville fo’ less. Congratulate you, suh — reckon you want 
her wuss’n I do.” 

At which sally Stephen grew scarlet, and the crowd 
howled with joy. 

“ What ! ” yelled the auctioneer. “ Why, gentlemen, 
this lieah’s a joke. Nine hundred and ten dollars, gents, 
nine hundred and ten. We’ve just begun, gents. Come, 
Mr. Jenkins, that’s giving her away.” 

The trader shook his head, and puffed at his cigar. 

“Well,” cried the oily man, “this is a slaughter. Going 
at nine hundred an’ ten— nine ten — going — -going— ” 
down came the hammer — “gone at nine hundred and ten 
to Mr, — Mr. — you have the advantage of me, suh,” 

An attendant had seized the girl, who was on the verge 
of fainting, and was dragging her back. Stephen did 
not heed the auctioneer, but thrust forward regardless of 
stares. 
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“Handle her gently, you blackguard ! ” he cried. 

The man took his hands off. 

“ Suttinly, sah,” he said. 

Hester lifted her eyes, and they were filled with such 
gratitude and trust that suddenly he was overcome with 
embarrassment. 

“ Can you walk ? ” he demanded, somewhat harshly. 
“Yes, massa.” 

“Then get up,” he said, “ and follow me.” 

iJ le rose obediently. Then a fat man came out of the 
Court House, with a quill in his hand, and a merry twin- 
kle in Ins eye that Stephen resented. 

“This way, please, sah,” and he led him to a desk, from 
the drawer of which he drew forth a blank deed. 

“Name, please ! ” 

“Stephen Atterbiiry Brice.” 

“ Residence, Mr. Brice ! ” 

Stephen gave the number. But instead of writing it 
te rf.’f merely stared at him, while the fat creases 

m hib face deepened and deepened. Finally he put down 

- 

« could. 

* Yankee 

sald'stepLnS'iy.''*' >>«si».s 8 , too,” 

“T pressed his lips, wrote down 

nl-L ^ all the while with a disturbance which 

§0^0^!*+ to another explosion. Finally, after a 

notlr? whispering and laughter'^ with the 

notary behind the wire screen, the deed was made out 
signed, attested, and delivered. Stephen counted out the 
money grimly, m gold and Boston dmfts. 

bv his s\de^t Chestnut Street, with the girl 

oy Uis side. It all seemed a nightmare. The son of Annie 

S' Tndl^falT 4“^- 

^ Af • n bought her with his last cent. 

Miss Crane herself opened the door in answer to his 
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ring. _ Her keen eyes instantly darted over his shoulder, 
and dilated. But Stephen, Summoning all his courage, 
pushed past her to the stairs, and beckoned Hester to 

follow. 

“ I have brought this — tlris person to see my mother,” 

lie said. 

The spinster bowed from the back of her neck. She 
stood transfixed on a great rose in the hall carpet until 
she heard Mrs. Brice’s door open and slam, and then she 
strode up the stairs and into the apartment of Mrs. Abner 
Reed. As she passed the first landing, the q^uadroon girl 
was waiting in the hall. 



CHAPTER VI 


SILAS 'WHIPPLE 

The trouble with many narratives is tbnf- * n ^ 
much. Stephcu-s intervLw wSTta mXr^ .'IS? 

affair, and not historic. Prana’o ^ qmet 

not m mleresting place, and the tempest tothaf tSS 

Sfite?hrs^i“^i''i% igf 

scene atVo.ntertse“^^^^^ 

of 0‘eps wUrrd?o‘Tu\“eTwpS°„ffloe ' h'*’' 

=ed"«Lsrk„“^ 

He hailed again beSra,TorlThe'gr°R’ 

‘‘i^ehTy'S“ d“^“d‘'!'®”? Um,';ifS”“' “ 

Judge his bin awlltin|^“-’ ‘ "‘ The 

iet^.**'”' Stephen, with ill-concealed anjt- 

“ Sir ! » 

“ Who is that ? ” 

“Mr. Brice, sir.” 

“Then why in thunder doesn’t he come in ? ” 
walked. ^°ThTdToTS?osld^ Private door, and in Stephen 
dragon’s den, face to face wPhe“dt;t:wL":L'“4^^^ 
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ing him through and through. The first objects that 
caught Stephen’s attention were the grizzly gray eye- 
brows, which seemed as so much brush to mark the fire 
of the deep-set battery of the eyes. And that battery, 
when in action, must have been truly terrible. 

The Judge was shaven, save for a shaggy fringe of gray 
beard around his chin, and the size of his nose was appar- 
ent even in the full face. 

Stephen felt that no part of him escaped the search of 
Mr. Whipple’s glance. But it was no code or course 
of conduct that kept him silent. Nor was it* fear— 
entirely. 

So you are Appleton Brice’s son,” said the Judge, at 
last. His tone was not quite so gruff as it might have 
been. 

‘vYes, sir,” said Stephen. 

Humph ! ” said the Judge, with a look that scarcely 
expressed approval. “ I guess you’ve been patted on the 
back too much by your father’s friends.” He leaned 
back in his wooden chair. How I used to detest people 
who patted boys on the back and said with a smirk, ‘ I 
know your father.’ I never had a father whom people 
could say that about. But, sir,” cried the Judge, bring- 
ing down his fist on the litter of papers that covered his 
desk, “ I made up my mind that one day people should 
know me. That was my spur. And you’ll start fair 
here, Mr. Brice. They won’t know your father here — ” 

If Stephen thought the Judge brutal, he did not say so. 
He glanced around the little room, — at the bed in the 
corner, in which the Judge slept, and which during the 
day did not escape the flood of books and papers ; at 
the waslistand, with a roll of legal cap beside the pitcher. 

“ I guess you think this town pretty crude after Boston, 
Mr. Brice,” Mr. Whipple continued. ‘‘From time im- 
memorial it has been the pleasant habit of old commu- 
nities to be shocked at newer settlements, built by their 
own countrymen. Are you shocked, sir ? ” 

Stephen flushed. Fortunately the Judge did not give 
him time to answer. 
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mother let me kno^^r that she was 

Wasnt I a good friend of your father’s? Didn’t I 
ask you to come here and go into my office ” ^ 

Hut there was a chance, Mr. Whipule _ ” 

“ A chance of what ? ” 

^ “ That you would not like me. And there is stm « 
chmice of it,” added Stephen, smiling. ^ 

h or a second it looked as if the Judge might smile too 
He rubbed Ins nose with a fearful violence. " ’ 

md hi; p“li“ u *»“>*■« t” » bank ” 

Stephen quaked, 

‘‘ Yes sir, I was, but — ’’ 

devif””slid ife Currency as you would the 

Sin™!, *11“ aqaal the 

. “I intenA; becoL ailrVri.*” ° 

« yelC i“U‘the1i 
raoCill""'"'’ aintSarwi 

iLTd’^'k‘e°rdr^‘&' *g; 

copy this brief Mr TJiVnfa *n i i coat and 

Stephen did as he was told, without a word Hnf nr 

a tSldT “ “‘1.™*“' »®« -ben irretrned toS: 

lection of ealh^t rf “'“'““S*' fbe recol- 

the back of his head ^ hkea cloud over 

cap was spoiled utterly. B^ut^SeSliff 
of MW He had gk, thr„„gh£°g?„tl IT 
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with the firm intention of making a clean breast of the 
ownership of Hester. Now, as he ,sat still, the trouble 
grew upon him. He started a new sheet, and rained that. 
Once he got as far as his feet, and sat down again. But 
at length he had quieted to the extent of deciphering ten 
lines of Mr. Whipple’s handwriting when the creak of a 
door shattered liis nerves completely. 

He glanced up from Ms work to behold — none other 
than Colonel Comyn Carvel. 

Glancing at Mr. Richter’s chair, and seeing it empty, 
the Coloriers e3"e roved about the room until it found 
Stephen. There it remained, and the Colonel reiiiaiiied 
in the middle of the floor, his soft hat on the back of his 
head, one hand planted firmly on the gold head of his 
stick, and the other tugging at his goatee, pulling down 
his chill to the quizzical angle. 

u Whoopee ! ” he cried. 

The effect of this was to make one perspire freely. 
Stei^hen perspired. And as there seemed no logical 
answer, he made none. 

Suddenly Mr. Carvel turned, shaking ivitli a laughter 
he could not control, and strode into the private office. 
The door slammed behind him. Mr. Brice’s impulse was 
flight. But he controlled himself. 

First of all there was an eloquent silence. Then a 
ripple of guffaws. Then the scratch-scratch of a quill 
pen, and finally the Judge’s voice. 

‘‘^Carvel, what the devil’s the matter with you, sir ?” 

A squall of guffaws Mew through the transom, and the 
Colonel was heard slapping his knee. 

“Judge Whipple,” said he, his voice vibrating from 
suppressed explosions, “I am happy to see that you have 
overcome some of your ridiculous prejudices, sir.” 

What prejudices, sir ? ” the Judge was heard to shout. 

“Toward slavery, Judge,” said Mr. Carvel, seeming 
to recover his gravity. “You are a broader man than I 
thought, sir.” 

An unintelligible gurgle came from the Judge. Then 
he said, — 
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Good God, sir I ” cried the Judge, and he sat down 
heavily* You say that you are an Abolitionist ? 

No, sir, I do not say that. But it does not need an 
Abolitionist to condemn what I saw this morning.’’ 

Are you a slave-owner, sir?’’ said Mr. Whipple. 

Yes, sir.” 

“ Then get your coat and hat and leave my office, 
Mr. Brice.” , 

Stephen’s coat was on his arm. He slipped it on, and 
turned to go. He was, if the truth were told, more 
amused than angry. It was Colonel Carvel’s voice that 
stopped him. 

“ Hold on, Judge,” he drawled, ‘‘I reckon you haven’t 
got all the packing out of that ease.” 

Mr. Whipple looked at him iu a sort of stupefaction. 
Then he glanced at Stephen. 

Come back here, sir,” he cried. ‘‘ I’ll give you a 
hearing. No man shall say that I am not just.” 

Stephen looked gratefully at the Colonel, 
did not expect one, sir,” he said. 

‘‘ And you don’t deserve one, sir,” cried the Judge. 

‘‘I think I do,” replied Stephen, quietly. 

The Judge suppressed something. 

What did you do with this person ? ” he demanded. 

‘‘I took her to Miss Crane’s boarding-house,” said 
Stephen. 

It was the Colonel’s turn to explode. The guffaw 
which came from him drowned every other sound. 

Good God !” said the Judge, helplessly. Again he 
looked at the Colonel, and this time something very like 
mirth shivered his lean frame. “ And what do you 
intend to do with her ? ” he asked in strange tones. 

‘‘To give her freedom, sir, as soon as I can find some- 
body to go on her bond,” 

Again silence. Mr. Whipple rubbed his nose with more 
than customary violence, and looked very hard at Mr. Carvel, 
whose face was inscrutable. It was a solemn moment. 

“ Mr, Brice,” said the Judge, at length, “ take off your 
coat, sir. I will go her bond.” 
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Stephen did not mark the quick look of approval -which 
Colonel Carvel gave him. Judge Whipple merely rubbed 
Ms nose. 

Well, sir,” he said, “ -what were his views, then ? ” 

My father regarded slaves as property, sir. And con- 
servative people” (Stephen stuck to the word) ^‘respect 
property the world over. My father’s argument -^vas 
this: If men are deprived by violence of one kind of 
property which they hold under the law, all other kinds 
of property will be endangered. The result will be an- 
archy. Furthermore, he recognized that the economic 
conditions in the South make slavery necessary to pros- 
perity. And he regarded the covenant made between the 
states of the two sections as sacred.” 

There was a brief silence, during which the uncompro- 
mising expression of the Judge did not change. 

‘‘And do you, sir?” he demanded. 

“I am not sure, sir, after what I saw yesterday. I — 1 
must have time to see more of it.” 

“ Good Lord,” said Colonel Carvel, if the conservative 
people of the North act this way when they see a slave 
sale, what will the Abolitionists do ? Whipple,” he added 
slowly, but with conviction, “this means war.” 

Then the Colonel got to his feet, and bowed to Stephen 
with ceremony. 

“Whatever you believe, sir,” he said, “permit me to 
shake your hand. You are a brave man, sir. And 
although my own belief is that the black race is held in 
subjection by a divine decree, I can admire what you have 
done, Mr. Brice. It was a noble act, sir, — a right noble 
act. And I have more respect for the people of Boston, 
now, sir, than I ever had before, sir.” 

Having delivered himself of this somewhat dubious 
compliment (which he meant well), the Colonel departed. 

Judge Whipple said notliing. 


CHAPTER VII 


CALLEES 

Ie the Brices had created an excitement upon their 
arrival, it was as nothing to the mad delirium which 
raged at Miss Crane’s boarding-honse during the second 
afternoon of their stay. Twenty times was Miss Crane 
on the point of requesting Mrs. Brice to leave, and twenty 
times, by the advice of Mrs. Abner Reed, she desisted. 
The culmination came when the news leaked out that 
Mr, Stephen Brice had bought the young woman in 
order to give her freedom. Like those who have done 
noble acts since the world began, Stephen that night was 
both a hero and a fool. The ci'eam from which heroes is 
made is very apt to turn. 

Phew ! ” cried Stephen, when they had reached their 
room after tea, wasn’t that meal a fearful experience ? 
Let’s find a hovel, mother, and go and live in it. We 
can’t stand it here any longer.” 

“ Not if you persist in your career of reforming an 
Institution, my son,” answered the widow, smiling. 

‘^It was beastly hard luck,” said he, ‘‘that I should 
have been shouldered with that experience the first day. 
But I have tried to think it over calmly since, and I can 
see nothing else to have done.” He paused in his pacing 
up and down, a smile struggling with his serious look. 
“It was quite a hot-headed business for one of the staid 
Brices, wasn’t it ? ” 

“The family has never been called impetuous,” replied 
his mother. “ It must be the Western air.” 

He began his pacing again. His mother had not said 
one word about the money. Neither had he. Once more 
he stopped before her. 
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‘^We are at least a year nearer the poor-house, ” hie 
said; “you haven’t scolded me for that. I should feel 
so much better if you would.” 

“ Oh, Stephen, don’t say that I ” she exclaimed. “ God 
has given me no greater happiness in this life than the 
sight of the gratitude of that poor creature, Nancy. I 
shall never forget the old woman’s joy at the sight of her 
daughter. It made a palace out of that dingy furniture 
shop. Hand me my handkerchief, dear.” 

Stephen noticed with a pang that the lace of it was 
frayed and torn at the corner. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“ Come in,” said Mrs. Brice, hastily putting the hand- 
kerchief down. 

Hester stood on the threshold, and old Nancy beside her. 

“ Evenin’, Mis’ Brice. De good Lawd bless you, lady, 
an’ Miste’ Brice,” said the old negress. 

“Well, Nancy?” 

Nancy pressed into the room. “Mis’ Brice I ” 

“Yes?” 

“ Ain’ you gwineter ’low Hester an’ me to wuk fo’ you ? ” 

“Indeed I should be glad to, Nancy. But we are 
boarding.” 

“ Yassm, yassm,” said Nancy, and relapsed into awk- 
ward silence. Then again, “ Mis’ Brice I ” 

“Yes, Nancy ?” 

“ Ef you ’lows us t’ come heah an’ straighten out you’ 
close, an’ mend ’em — yon dunno how happy you mek 
me an’ Hester — des to do dat much, Mis’ Brice.” 

The note of appeal was irresistible. Mrs. Brice rose 
and unlocked the tranks. 

“ You may unpack them, Nancy,” she said. 

With what alacrity did the old woman take off her 
black bonnet and shawl! “Whaffor you stannin’ dere, 
Hester ? ” she cried. 

“ Hester is tired,” said Mrs. Brice, compassionately, and 
tears came to her eyes again at the thought of what they 
had both been through that day. 

“Tired,” said Nancy, holding up her hands. “No’m, 
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heard you were iu town;' ^Friends of Samuel Atterbiiry, 
my dear,’ I said to my wife. ; We are neighbors, Mr. 
Brice. You must know the girls. You must come to 
supper. We live very plainly, sir, very simply. I am 
afraid that you will miss the luxury of the East, and some 
of the refinement, Stephen. I hope I may call you so, my 
boy. We have a few cultured citizens, Stephen, but all 
are not so. I miss the atmosphere. I seemed to live again 
when I got to Boston. But business, sir, — the making of 
money is a sordid occupation. You will come to supper? ” 
I scarcely think that my mother will go out,” said 
Stephen. 

‘‘Oh, be friends! It will cheer her. Not a dinner- 
party, my boy, only a plain, comfortable meal, with plenty 
to eat. Of course she will. Of course she will. Not a 
Boston social function, you understand. Boston, Stephen, 
I have always looked upon as the centre of the universe. 
Our universe, I mean. America for Americans is a motto 
of mine. Oh, no,” he added quickly, “I don’t mean a 
Know Nothing. Religious freedom, my boy, is part of our 
great Constitution. By the way, Stephen — Atterbury 
always had such a respect for your father’s opinions — ” 

“ My father was not an Abolitionist, sir,” said Stephen, 
smiling. 

“ Quite right, quite right,” said Mr, Cluyme. 

“ But I am not sure, since I have come here, that I have 
not some sympathy and respect for the Abolitionists,” 

Mr. Ciuyme gave a perceptible start. He glanced at 
the heavy hangings on the windows and then out of the 
open door into the hall. For a space his wife’s chatter to 
Mrs. Brice, on Boston fashions, filled the room. 

“ My dear Stephen,” said the gentleman, dropping his 
voice, “that is all very well in Boston. But take a little 
advice from one Avho is old enough to counsel you. You 
are young, and you must learn to temper jmurself to the 
tone of the place which you have made your home. St. 
Louis is full of excellent people, but they are not precisely 
Abolitionists. We are gathering, it is true, a small party 
who are for gradual emancipation. But our New Eng- 
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walked Hther from his house he seemed to foresee a help- 
less little woman who, once he had called, would fling her 
Boston pride to the winds and dump her woes upon Mm. 
He looked again, and decidedly approved of Mrs. Brice, 
and was unaware that his glance embarrassed her. 

^‘Mr. Whipple,” she said, “do you know Mr. and Mrs. 
Cluyme ? ” 

The Judge looked behind him abruptly, nodded fero- 
ciously at Mr. Cluyme, and took the hand that fluttered 
out to him from Mrs. Cluyme. 

“ Know the J udge ! ” exclaimed that lady, I reckon we 
do. And my Belle is so fond of him. She thinks there 
is no one equal to Mr. Whipple. Judge, you must come 
round to a family supper. Belle will surpass herself.” 

“Umphl” said the Judge, “I think I like Edith best 
of your girls, ma’am.” 

“Edith is a good daughter, if I do say it myself,” said 
Mrs. Cluyme. “ I have tried to do right by my children.” 
She was still greatly flustered, and curiosity about the 
matter of the slave burned upon her face. Neither the 
Judge nor Mrs. Brice were people one could catechise. 
Stephen, scanning the Judge, was •wondering how far he 
regarded the matter as a joke. 

“ W ell, madam,” said Mr, Whipple, as he seated himself 
on the other end of the horsehair sofa, “I’ll warrant when 
you left Boston that you did not expect to own a slave 
the day after you arrived in St. Louis.” 

“ But I do not own her,” said Mrs. Brice. “ It is my 
SOB who owns her.” 

This was too much for Mr. Cluyme. 

“ What ! ” he cried to Stephen, “ You own a slave ? 
You, a mere boy, have bought a negress ? ” 

“ And what is more, sir, I approve of it,” the Judge put 
in, severely. “ I am going to take the young man into my 
office.” ■ 

Mr. Cluyme gradually retired into the back of liis 
chair, looking at Mr. Whipple as though he expected 
him to touch a match to the window curtains. But Mr. 
Cluyme was elastic. 
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^“Tardon me, Judge,” said lie, “but I trust that I mav 
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. CHAPTEK VIII 

BELLEGARDE ' 

Miss Vibgikia CABYBBcame down the steps in her rid- 
ing^liabit. And Ned, who had been waiting in the street 
with the horses, obsequiously held his hand while his 
young mistress leaped into Vixen’s saddle. Leaving the 
darkey to follow upon black Calhoun, she cantered off up 
the street, gi’eatly.to the 'admiration ■of, the neighbors. ■ 
They threw open their windows to wave, at, her, but Vir- 
ginia pressed her lips, and stared.straight; ahead,.: She, was 
going out to see the Russell girls at their father’s country 
place on Belief ontaine Road, especially to proclaim her 
detes,tatioii for a certain- young Yankee upstart. ; She had 
unbosomed, herself to Anne . Brinsmade and timid' Eugenie 
Renault the day , before..- ,. . , 

It was Indian summer, the gold and purple season of 
the year. Frost had come and gone. Wasps were buzz- 
ing confusedly about the eaves again, marvelling at the 
balmy air, and the two Misses Russell, Puss and Emily, 
were seated within the wide doorway at needlework wdien 
Virginia dismounted at the horseblock. 

“ Oh, Jinny, I’m so glad to see you,” said Miss Russell. 

Here's Elise Saint Simon from New Orleans. You must 
stay all day and to-night.” 

‘‘I can’t, Puss,” said Virginia, submitting impatiently 
to Miss Russell’s warm embrace. She was disappointed 
at finding the stranger. 1 only came — to say that I 
am going to have a birthday party in a few weeks. You 
must be sure to come, and bring your guest.” 

Virginia took her bridle from Ned, and Miss Russell’s 
hospitable face fell. 

You’re not going ? ” she said. 
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■ ' «‘ TheB. lie set /her free,” said Miss Carvel, eontemptu* 
ously. Judge Whipple went on her bond to-day,” 

Oh, Pm just crazy to see him now,” said Miss RusselL 
>^Ask him to your party, Virginia,” she added mis- 
chievously , 

Do you think I would have him in my house ? ” cried 
Virginia. 

Miss Russell was likewise courageous — don’t see 
why not. You have Judge Whipple every Sunday to 
dinner, and he’s an Abolitionist.” 

Virginia drew herself up. 

Judge Whipple has never insulted me,” she said, with 
dignity. 

Puss gave way to laughter. Whereupon, despite her 
protests and prayers for forgiveness, Virginia took to her 
mare again and galloped off. They saw her turn north- 
ward on the Bellefontaine Road. 

Presently the woodland hid from her sight the noble 
river shining far below, and Virginia pulled Vixen 
between the gateposts which marked the entrance to her 
aunt’s place, Bellegarde. Half a mile through the cool 
forest, the black dirt of the driveway flying from Vixen’s 
hoofs, and there was the Colfax house on the edge of the 
gentle slope ; and beyond it the orchard, and the blue 
grapes withering on the vines, — and beyond that fields 
and fields of yellow stubble. The silver smoke of a steam- 
boat hung in wisps above the water. A young negro was 
busily washing the broad veranda, but he stopped and 
straightened at sight of the young horsewoman. 

Sambo, where’s your mistress?” 

‘^Clar t’ goodness, Miss Jinny, she was heah leetle 
while ago,” 

Yo’ git atter Miss Lilly, yo’ good-fo’-nuthin’ niggah,” 
said Ned, warmly. ‘‘Ain’t yo’ be’n raised better’n to 
Stan’ theh wif yo’ mouf open ? ” 

Sambo was taking the hint, when Miss Virginia called 
him back. 

“ Where’s Mr. Clarence ? ” 

“Young Masr? I’ll fotch him, Miss Jinny. He jes^ 
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Virginia suddenly leaped’ to the ground without his 
assistance* 

That’s enough, Ned,” she said, and started toward the 
house. 

Jinny I Miss Jinny ThS call was plaintive* 

: Well, what ? ” 

• Miss Jinny, I seed that thar young gemman* Lan’ 
sakes, he ain’ look like er Yankee — ” 

“Ned,” said Virginia, sternly, “do you want to go 
hack to cooking ? ” 

He quailed. “ Oh, no’m. Lan’ sakes, no’m. I didn’t 
mean nuthin’.” 

She turned, frowned, and bit her lip. Around the cor- 
ner of the veranda she ran into her cousin. He, too, was 
booted and spurred. He reached out, boyishly, to catch 
her in his arms. But she drew back from his grasp* 

“ Why, Jinny,” he cried, “ what’s the matter ? ” 

“ Nothing, Max.” She often called him so, his middle 
name being Maxwell. “But you have no right to do 
that.” 

“To do wdiat?” said Clarence, making a face. 

“You know,” answered Virginia, curtly. “Where’s 
Aunt Lillian ? ” 

“Why haven’t I the right?” he asked, ignoring the 
inquiry. 

“Because you have not, unless I choose. And I don’t 
choose.” 

“Are you angry with me still? It wasn’t my fault. 
Uncle Comyn made me come away. You should have 
had the girl, Jinny, if it took my fortune.” 

“You have been drinking this morning, Max,” said 
Virginia. 

“Only a julep or so,” he replied apologetically. “I 
rode over to the race track to see the new trotter. I’ve 
called him Halcyon, Jinny,” he continued, with enthusi- 
asm. “ And he’ll win the handicap sure.” 

She sat down on the veranda steps, with her knees 
crossed and her chin resting on her hands. The air was 
heavy with the perfume of the grapes and the smell of 
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There are twelve hundred acres to look after here, and 
a few* niggers. That’s enough for a gentleman.” 

Pooh !” exclaimed his cousin, ‘‘this isn’t a cotton 
plantation. Aunt Lillian doesn’t farm for money. If 
she did, you would have to check your extravagances 
mighty quick, sir.” 

“ I look after Pompey’s reports, I do as much work as 
my ancestors,” answered Clarence, hotly. 

All, that is the trouble,” said Virginia. 

What ^do you mean ? ” her cousin demanded. 

“We have been gentlemen too long,” said Virginiac 

The boy straightened up and rose. The pride and 
wilf Illness of generations was indeed in his handsome face. 
And something else went with it. Around the mouth a 
grave tinge of indulgence. 

“What has your life been ?” she went on, speaking 
rapidly. “A mixture of gamecocks and ponies and race 
horses and billiards, and idleness at the Virginia Springs, 
and fighting with other boys. What do you know ? 
You wouldn’t go to college. You wouldn’t study law. 
You can’t write a decent letter. You don’t know any- 
thing about the history of your country. What can 
you do — ?” 

“I can ride and fight,” he said. “I can go to New 
Orleans to-morrow to join Walker’s Nicaragua expedition. 
We’ve got to beat the Yankees, — they’ll have Kansas 
away from us before we know it.” 

Virginia’s eye flashed appreciation. 

“Do you remember, Jinny,” he cried, “one day long 
ago when those Dutch ruffians were teasing you and 
Anne on the road, and Bert Russell and Jack and I came 
along? We whipped ’em, Jinny. And my eye was 
closed. And you were bathing it here, and one of my 
buttons was gone. And you counted the rest.” 

“Rich man, poor man, beggarrnan, thief, — doctor, 
lawyer, merchant, chief she recited, laughing. She crossed 
over and sat beside him, and her tone changed. “ Max, 
can’t you understand ? It isn’t that. Max, if you would 
only work at something. That is why the Yankees beat 
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. ‘« No;one - shaU arrange that for me,” replied, Yirginia, 
promptly. ‘^And I should think that you would wish 
to have some of the credit for yourself.” 

Jinny!.'”, 

Again she avoided him by leaping the low railing. 
The doe fled into the forest, whistling fearfully. Vir- 
ginia waved her hand to him and started toward the 
house. At the corner of the porch she ran into her aunt. 

Mrs. Golf ax was a beautiful woman. Beautiful when 
Addison Colfax married her in Kentucky at nineteen, beau- 
tiful still at three and forty. This, I am aware, is a bald 
statement. “Prove it,” you say. “We do not believe 
it. It was told you by some old beau who lives upon 
the memory of the past.” 

Ladies, a score of different daguerrotypes of Lillian 
Colfax are in existence. And whatever may be said of 
portraits, daguerrotypes do not flatter. All the town 
admitted that she was beautiful. All the town knew that 
she was the daughter of old Judge Colfax’s overseer at 
Halcyondale. If she had not been beautiful, Addison Col- 
fax would not have run away with her. That is certain. 
He left her a rich widow at five and twenty, mistress of 
the country place he had bought on the Belief ontaine 
Road, near St. Louis. And wfen Mrs. Colfax was not 
dancing off to the Virginia watering-places, Bellegarde 
was a gay house. 

“Jinny,” exclaimed her aunt, “how you scared me ! 
What on earth is the matter ? ” 

“Nothing,” said Virginia — 

“ She refused to kiss me,” put in Clarence, half in play, 
half in resentment. 

Mrs, Colfax laughed musically. She put one of her 
white hands on each of her niece’s cheeks, kissed her, and 
then gazed into her face until Virginia reddened. 

“Law, Jinny, you’re quite pretty,” said her aunt. 
“I hadn’t realized it— but you must take care of your 
complexion. You’re horribly sunburned, and you let 
your hair blow all over your face. It’s barbarous not to 
wear a mask when you ride. Your Pa doesn’t look after 
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y oil properly. I would ask you to stay to the dauce 
to-night if your skin were only white, instead of red. 
Youhe old enough to know better, Virginia. Mr. Vance 
was to have driven out for dinner. Have you seen him, 
Clarence ?” 

“No, mother.” 

“ He is so amusing,” Mrs. Colfax continued, “ and he 
generally brings candy. I shall die of the blues before 
supper.” She sat down with a grand air at the head of 
the table, while Alfred took the lid from the silver soup- 
tureen in front of her. “Jinny, can’t you say some- 
thing bright ? Do I have to listen to Clarence’s horse 
talk for another hour ? Tell me some gossip. Will you 
have some gumbo soup ? ” 

“Why do you listen to Clarence’s horse talk?” said 
Virginia. “ Why don’t you make him go to work ? ” 
Mercy I ” said Mrs. Colfax, laughing, “ what could he 
do?” 

“ That’s just it,” said Virginia. “ He hasn’t a serious 
interest in life.” 

Clarence looked sullen. And his mother, as usual, took 
his side. 

“What put that into your head, Jinny,” she said. “He 
has the place here to look after, a very gentlemanly occu- 
pation. That’s what they do in Virginia.” 

“ Yes,” said Virginia, scornfully, “ we’re all gentlemen 
in the South, What do we know about business and 
developing the resources of the country? Not 

“You make my head ache, my dear,” was her aunt’s 
reply. “ Where did you get all this ? ” 

“ You ask me because I am a girl,” said Virginia. 
“You believe that women were made to look at, and to 
play with, — not to think. But if we are going to get 
ahead of the Yankees, we shall have to think. It was all 
very well to be a gentleman in the days of my great-grand- 
father, But now we have railroads and steamboats. And 
who builds them? The Yankees. We of the South 
think of our ancestors, and drift deeper and deeper into 
debt. W e know how to fight, and we know how to com- 
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maud. But we have been ruined by — ” here she glanced 
at the retreating form of Alfred, and lowered her voice, 
■“by niggers.’’,'' 

Mrs. Colfax’s gaze rested languidly on her niece’s face, 
which glowed with indignation. 

“ You get this terrible habit of alignment from Comyn,” 
she said. “He ought to send you to boarding-schooL 
How mean of Mr. Vance not to come 1 You’ve been talk- 
ing with that old reprobate Whipple. Why does Comyn 
put up with him ? ” 

“ He isn’t an old reprobate,” said Virginia, warmly. 

“You really ought to go to school,” said her aunt. 
“ Don’t be eccentric. It isn’t fashionable. I suppose 
you wish Clarence to go into a factory.” 

“If I were a man,” said Virginia, “and going into a 
factory would teach me how to make a locomotive or a 
cotton press, or to build a bridge, I should go into a fac- 
tory, We shall never beat the Yankees until we meet 
them on their own ground.” 

“ There is Mr. Vance now,” said Mrs. Colfax, and added 
fervently, “Thank the Lord I ” 


CHAPTER IX 


A QUIET SUKDAY IK LOCUST STBEBT 

If the truth were known where Virginia got the opin- 
ions which she expressed so freely to her aunt and cousin, 
it was from Colonel Carvel himself. The Colonel would 
rather have denounced the Dred Scott decision than ad- 
mit to J udge Whipple that one of the greatest weaknesses 
of the South lay in her lack of mechanical and manufac- 
turing ability. But he had confessed as much in private 
to Captain Elijah Brent The Colonel would often sit 
for an hour or more, after supper, with his feet tucked up 
on the mantel and his hat on the back of his head, buried 
in thought. Then he would saunter slowly down to the 
Planters’ House bar, which served the purposes of a club 
in those days, in search of an argument with other promi- 
nent citizens. The Colonel had his own particular chair 
in his own particular corner, which was always vacated 
when he came in at the door. And then he always had 
three fingers of the best Bourbon whiskey, no more and 
no less, every evening. 

He never met his bosom friend and pet antagonist at 
the Planters’ House bar. Judge Whipple, indeed, took his 
meals upstairs, but he never descended, — it was generally 
supposed because of the strong slavery atmosphere there. 
However, the Judge went periodically to his friend’s 
for a quiet Sunday dinner (so called in derision by St. 
Louisans), on which occasions Virginia sat at the end of 
the table and endeavored to pour water on the flames when 
they flared up too fiercely. 

The Sunday following her ride to Bellegarde was the 
Judge’s Sunday. Certain tastes which she had inherited 
had hitherto provided her with pleasurable sensations 
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while these battles were in progress* More than once 
had she scored a fair hit on the Judge for her father,— to 
the mutual delight of both gentlemen. But to-day she 
dreaded being present at the argument. Just why she 
dreaded it is a matter of feminine psychology best left to 
the reader for solution. 

The argument began, as usual, with the tearing apart 
limb by limb of the unfortunate Franklin Pierce, by 
Judge Whipple. 

‘^What a miserable exhibition in the eyes of the world,” 
said the Judge, ‘‘ Franklin Pierce of New Hampshire ” 
(he pronounced this name with infinite scorn) “ managed 
by Jefferson Dayis of Mississippi ! ” 

“ And he was well managed, sir,” said the Colonel. 

“What a pliant tool of your Southern slaveholders! 
I hear that you are to give him a plantation as a re- 
ward.” 

“No such thing, sir.” 

“ He deserves it,” continued the Judge, with convic- 
tion. “See the magnificent forts he permitted Davis to 
build up in the South, the arsenals he let him stock. 
The country does not realize this. But the day will 
come when they will execrate Pierce before Benedict 
Arnold, sir. And look at the infamous Kansas-Nebraska 
act ! That is the greatest crime, and Douglas and Pierce 
the greatest criminals, of the century.” 

“ Do have some more of that fried chicken, Judge,” 
said Virginia. 

Mr, Whipple helped himself fiercely, and the Colonel 
smiled. 

“You should be satisfied now,” said he. “Another 
Northern man is in the White House.” 

“ Buchanan! ” roared the Judge, with his mouth full. 
“ Another traitor, sir. Anotheiv traitor worse than the 
first. He swallows the Dred Scott decision, and smirks. 
What a blot on the history of this Republic I 0 Lord I ” 
cried Mr, Whipple, “what are we coming to? A North- 
ern man, he could gag and bind Kansas and force her 
into slavery against the will of her citizens. He packs 
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said the Judge, ** I can point out negroes of 
intelligence and learning.” 

And I reckon you could teach some monkeys to talk 
English, and recite the catechism, and sing emotional 
hymns, if you brought over a couple of million from 
Africa,” answered the, Colonel, dryly, as he rose to put on 
Ms hat and light a cigar. 

It was his custom to offer a cigar to the Judge, who 
invariably refused, and rubbed his nose with scornful 
violence. 

Virginia, on the verge of leaving, stayed on, fascinated 
by the turn the argument had taken. 

“ Your prejudice is hide-bound, sir,” said Mr. Whipple. 

“ No, Whipple,” said the Colonel, ‘‘when God washed 
off this wicked earth, and started new, He saw fit to put 
the sons of Ham in subjection. They’re slaves of each 
other in Africa, and I reckon they’re treated no better 
than they are here. Abuses can’t be helped in any system, 
sir, though we are bettering them. Were the poor in 
London in the days of the Edwards as well off as our 
niggers are to-day ? ” 

The Judge snorted. 

“ A divine institution ! ” he shouted. “ A black curse ! 
Because the world has been a wicked place of oppression 
since Noah’s day, is that any reason why it should so con- 
tinue until the day of Judgment ? ” 

The Colonel smiled, which was a sign that he was 
pleased with his argument. 

“Now, see here, Whipple,” said he. “If we had any 
guarantee that you would let us alone where we are, to 
manage our slaves and to cultivate our plantations, there 
wouldn’t be any trouble. But the country keeps on grow- 
ing and growing, and you’re not content with half. You 
want everything, — all the new states must abolish slavery. 
And after a while you will overwhelm us, and ruin us, 
and make us paupers. Do you wonder that we contend 
for our rights, tooth and nail ? They are our rights. 

“ If it had not been for Virginia and Maryland and the 
South, this nation would not he in existence.” 
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people. A demagogue ! ” Mr. Whipple fairly shook with 
rage. The nation doesn’t know him yet. But mark 
my words, the day will come when it will. He was bal- 
lotted for Vice-President in the Philadelphia convention 
last year. Nobody paid any attention to that. If the con- 
vention had heard him speak at Bloomington, he would 
have been nominated instead of Fremont. If the nation 
could have heard him, he would be President to-day instead 
of that miserable Buchanan. I happened to be at Bloom- 
ington. And while the idiots on the platform were drivel- 
ling, the people kept calling for Lincoln. I had never 
heard of him then. I’ve never forgot him since. He 
came ambling out of the back of the hall, a lanky, gawky- 
looking man, ridiculously ugly, sir. But the moment he 
opened his mouth he had us spellbound. The language 
which your low-down lawyer used was that of a God-sent 
prophet, sir. He had those Illinois bumpkins all worked 
up, — the women crying, and some of the men, too. And 
mad ! Good Lord, they were mad — ‘ We will say to the 
Southern disunionists,’ he cried, — ‘we will say to the 
Southern disunionists, we won’t go out of the Union, 
and you shanH,^ ” 

There was a silence when the Judge finished. But pres- 
ently Mr. Carvel took a match. And he stood over the 
Judge in his favorite attitude, — with his feet apart, — as 
he lighted another cigar. 

“ I reckon we’re going to have war, Silas,” said he, 
slowly; “but don’t you think that your Mr. Lincoln scares 
me into that belief. I don’t count his bluster worth a 
cent. No sirree ! It’s this youngster who comes out here 
from Boston and buys a nigger with all the money he’s 
got in the world. And if he’s an impetuous young fool, 
I’m no judge of men.” 

“ Appleton Brice wasn’t precisely impetuous,” remarked 
Mr. Whipple. And he smiled a little bitterly, as though 
the word had stirred a memory, 

“I like that young fellow,” Mr. Carvel continued. “It 
seems to be a kind of fatality with me to get along with 
Yankees. I reckon there’s a screw loose somewhere, but 
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^^''Heigb.0 I ' said the Colonel, what’s the trotibld . 

BOW?''” •. 

said Virginia. 

• “ Come,” he insisted, ‘‘‘ what haye they ■ been doing to 
my girl?” , 

“Pa!” ^ 

“ Yes, honey.” , 

“ I don’t want to go to balls all my life. I want to go 
to boarding-school, and learn something. Emily is going 
to Monticello after Christmas. Pa, will yon let me ? ” 

Mr. Carvel winced. He put an ai*m around her. He 
thought of his lonely widowerhood, of her whose place 
Virginia had taken. 

“ And what shall I do ? ” he said, trying to smile. 

“It will only be for a little while. And Monticello 
isn’t very far. Pa.” 

“Well, well, there is plenty of time to think it over 
between now and January,” he said. “And now I have 
a little favor to ask of you, honey,” 

“Yes ? ” she said. 

The Colonel took the other armchair, stretched his feet 
toward the blaze, and stroked his goatee. He glanced 
covertly at his daughter’s profile. Twice he cleared his 
throat. 

“ Jinny ? ” 

“ Yes, Pa ” (without turning her head). 

“Jinny, I was going to speak of this young Briceo 
He’s a stranger here, and he comes of a good family, and 
— and I like him.” 

“ And you wish me to invite him to my party,” finished 
Virginia. 

The Colonel started. “ I reckon you guessed it,” he said. 

Virginia remained immovable. She did not answer at 
once. Then she said : — 

“Do you think, in bidding against me, that he behaved 
like a gentleman ? ” 

The Colonel blundered. 

“Lord, Virginia,” he said, “I thought you told the 
Judge this afternoon that it was done out of principle.” 
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CHAPTER X 


THE LITTLE HOUSE 

When Stephen attempted to thank Judge Whipple for 
going on Hester’s bond, he merely said, Tut, tut” 

The Judge rose at six, so his man Shadrach told Stephen. 
He had his breakfast at the Planters’ House at seven, read 
the Mmouri Democrat^ and returned by eight. Sometimes 
he would say good morning to Stephen and Richter, and 
sometimes he would not. Mr. Whipple was out a great 
part of the day, and he had many visitors. He was a very 
busy man. Like a great vspecialist (which he was), he 
would see only one person at a time. And Stephen soon 
discovered that his employer did not discriminate between 
age or sex, or importance, or condition of servitude. In 
short, Stephen’s opinion of Judge Whipple altered very 
materially before the end of that first week. He saw poor 
women and disconsolate men go into the private room 
ahead of rich citizens, who seemed content to wait their 
turn on the hard wooden chairs against the wall of the 
main office. There was one incident in particular, when 
a well-dressed gentleman of middle age paced impatiently 
for two mortal hours after Shadrach had taken his card 
into the sanctum. When at last he had been admitted, Mr. 
Richter whispered to Stephen his name. It was that of a 
big railroad man from the East. The transom let out the 
true state of affairs. 

See here, Callender,” the Judge was heard to say, ‘‘you 
fellows don’t like me, and you wouldn’t come here unless 
you had to. But when your road gets in a tight place, 
you turn up and expect to walk in ahead of my friends. 
No, sir, if you want to see me, you’ve got to wait.” 

Mr. Callender made some inaudible reply. 
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room to give Mr. Richter a welcome that any man might 
have envied. , ; He was introduced, to Stephen. , 

... We ware all Strebe7\ together, in Germany,” ■ said 
.Richter. 

You wei'e all what?” asked Stephen, interested. 

' « Strivers, YOU might call it in Engiisli. In the Vater- 
land those who seek for higher and better thiiigs — for 
liberty, and to be rid of oppression — •are so called. That 
is why we fought in ’48 and lost. And that is why we 
came here, to the Republic. Aeli! 1 fear I will never be 
the great lawyer — but the striver, yes, always. We must 
fight once more to be rid of the black monster that sucks 
the blood of freedom — vampire. Is it not so in English ?;’ 

Stephen was astonished at this outburst. 

You think it will come to war ?” 
fear, — yes, I fear,” said the German, shaking his 
head. ‘‘We fear. We are already preparing.” 

“Preparing? You would fight, Richter? You, a for- 
eigner? ” 

“A foreigner ! ” cried Richter, with a flaKsh of anger in 
his blue eyes that died as suddenly as it came, • — died into 
reproach. “Call me not a foreigner— we Germans will 
show whether or not we are foreigners when the time is 
ripe. This great coimtry belongs to all the oppressed. 
Your ancestors founded it, and fought for it, that the 
descendants of mine might find a haven from tyranny. 
My friend, one-half of this city is German, and it is they 
who will save it if danger arises. You must come with 
me one night to South St. Louis, that you may know us. 
Then you will perhaps understand, Stephen. You will 
not think of us as foreign swill, but as patriots who 
love our new Vaterland even as you love it. You must 
come to our Turner Halls, where we are drilling against 
the time when the Union shall have need of us.” 

“You are drilling now?” exclaimed Stephen, in still 
greater astonishment. The German’s eloquence had made 
him tingle, even as had the songs. 

“ Prosit deine Blume ! ” answered Richter, smiling and 
holding up his glass of beer. “ You will come to a com- 


86 


the CEISIS 


^iim ®L«d gm“eriiwSl'''TS jSge 

BIF™- 

rr&tr 

pleasure to answer them. This was 

rnlrSn."1t^rielf?“‘^ 

to put pen to legal cap. that a lawyer was not fit 

“Sri’ *5® gi^^fings ? ” he cried. 

answer to th\““‘'£"he»™Vht\“““‘“^^^ 'T*'" 

the Replication. Then came IhpR^ ' F 

tejoinder then the RebS?, fee^Su'S-etC' I”; 

y/^ooll^nJ-'*?*/*^'” •"■!“ aawrsS^ ■ ”‘ 

not to ToIunteerMormaao’'m” '“'’’’ ““ 

home^that S^u^^'^rvenuig^^ He^harT^*^'' reached 

examination wM feU^Xopfnl ’'“LTI n ”‘ "*■ 
no more briefs to copy, nor had^M?' been given 

even to send him on aJ erranl^ He 
common a thing* it is with i ^ learned how 

of no use in the worlfT ,^wycrs to feel that they 
This was thraia dlyT "‘'> ■■“ continue/ 


L-iii - ’ ' .' .t:,! ;.; hli 1 ; ,ol.t. . ‘ 


rnmnEWB 



THE LITTLE HOUSE' 


87 


His mother, knitting before the fire in her own room^ 
greeted him with her usual quiet smile of welcome. He 
tried to give her a humorous account of his catechism of 
the morning, but failed. 

I am quite sure that he doesn’t like me,” said Stephen* 

His mother continued to smile. 

“ If he did, he would not show it,” she answered. 

“I can feel it,” said Stephen, dejectedly. 

“ The Judge was here this afternoon,” said his mother. 

“ What?” cried Stephen. “Again this week? They 
say that he never calls in the daytime, and rarely in the 
evening. What did he say ? ” 

“ He said that some of this Boston nonsense must ha 
gotten out of you,” answered Mrs. Brice, laughing. “He 
said that you were too stiff. That you needed to rub 
against the plain men who were building up the West. 
Who were making a vast world-power of the original 
little confederation of thirteen states. And Stephen,” 
she added more earnestly, “ I am not sure but what ha 
is right.” 

Then Stephen laughed. And for a long time he safe 
staring into the fire. 

“ What else did he say ? ” he asked, after a while. 

“He told me about a little house which we might rent 
very cheaply. Too cheaply, it seems. The house is on, 
this street, next door to Mr. Brinsmade, to whom it 
belongs. And Mr. Whipple brought the key, that we 
might inspect it to-morrow.” 

“ But a servant,” objected Stephen, “ I suppose that we 
must have a servant.” 

His mother’s voice fell. 

“ That poor girl whom you freed is here to see me every 
day. Old Nancy does washing. But Hester has no work, 

* and she is a burden to Judge Whipple. Oh, no,” she con- 
tinued, in response to Stephen’s glance, “ the Judge did 
not mention that, but I think he had it in mind that Hes- 
ter might come. And I am sure that she would.” 

Sunday dawned brightly. After church Mrs. Brice 
and Stephen walked down Olive Street, and stood looking 
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.The ' gentleiBaii, ' with . infinite -tact, said little, ' but led. 
the way through the rooms. There were not many of 
them. At the cloor of the kitchen he stopped, and laid 
his hand kindly on Stephen’s shoulder: — 

Here we may not enter. This is your department, 
ma’am,” said he. 

Finally, as they stood without waiting for the gentle- 
man, who insisted upon locking the door, they observed a 
girl in a ragged shawl hurrying up the street. As she 
approached them, her eyes were fixed upon the large 
house next door. But suddenly, as the gentleman turned, 
she caught sight of him, and from her lips escaped a cry 
of relief. She flung open the gate, and stood before him. 

Oh, Mr. Briiismade,” she cried, “ mother is d}dng. 
You have done so much for us, sir, — couldn’t you come 
to her for a little while ? She thought if she might see 
you once more, she would die happy.” The voice was 
choked by a sob. » 

Mr. Briiismade took the girl’s hand in his own, and 
turned to the lady with as little haste, with as much polite- 
ness, as he had shown before. 

‘VYou will excuse me, ma’am,” he said, with Ms hat in 
his hand. 

The widow had no words to answer Mm. But she 
and her son watched him as he walked rapidly down the 
street, his arm in the giiTs, until they were out of sight. 
And then they walked home silently. 

Might not the price of this little house be likewise a 
piece of the Brinsmade charity ? ' 
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recommended^ I ’most forgot that little transaction down 
to the Court House. They do say that she wanted that 
gal almighty bad, — she was most awful cut up not to get 
her. Served her right, though. I’m glad you did. Show 
her she can’t have everything her own way. And say,” 
he added, with laughter, how you did fix that there stuck- 
up Colfax boy! He'll never forgive you no more than 
she. But,” said Mr. Hopper, meditatively, ‘‘it was a 
durned-fool trick.” 

I think Stephen’s critics will admit that he had a good 
right to be angry, and that they will admire him just a 
little bit because he kept his temper. But Mr. Hopper 
evidently thought he had gone too far. 

“ She ain’t got no use for me, neither,” he said. 

“ She shows poor judgment,” answered Stephen. 

“ She’s not long sighted, that’s sure,” replied Eliphalet, 
with emphasis. 

At dinner Stephen was tried still further. And it was 
then he made the determination to write for the news- 
papers in order to pay the rent on Mr. Brinsmade’s house. 
Miss Carvel’s coming-out party was the chief topic. 

“They do say the Colonel is to spend a sight of money 
on that ball,” said Mrs. Abner Reed. “I guess it won’t 
bankrupt him.” And she looked hard at Mr. Hopper. 

“I callate he ain’t pushed for money,” that gentleman 
vouchsafed. 

“ He’s a good man, and done well by you, Mr. Hopper.” 

“So-so,” answered Eliphalet. “But I will say that I 
done something for the Colonel. I’ve saved him a hundred 
times my pay since I showed old Hood the leaks. And I 
got a thousand dollar order from Wright & Company 
this week for him.” 

“I dare say you’d keep a tight hand enough on ex- 
penses,” said Miss Crane, half in sarcasm, half in 
approval. 

“If Colonel Carvel was doin’ businewss in New Eng- 
land,” said Eliphalet, “he’d been bankrupt long ago.” 

“That young Clarence Colfax,” Mrs. Abner Reed broke 
in, “ he’ll get a right smart mint o’ money when he mar- 
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finally lie walked over to tlie window, still holding it in his 
hand, , , 

Some mothers would have shown their curiosity. Mrs, 
Brice did not, wherein she proved herself their superiors 
in the knowledge of mankind. 

Stephen stood for a long while looking out into the 
gathering dusk. Then he went over to the fireplace and 
began tearing the note into little bits. Only once did he 
pause, to look again at his name on the envelope. 

“ It is an invitation to Miss Carvel’s party,” he said. 

By Thursday of that week the Brices, with thanksgiv- 
ing in their hearts, had taken possession of Mr. Brins- 
made’s little house. 


OHAPTEE XII 


The years have sped indeed since that gray December 
day when Miss Virginia Carvel became eighteen. Old 
St. Louis has changed from a pleasant Southern town to a 
bustling city, and a high building stands on the site of 
that wide and hospitable home of Colonel Carvel. And 
the Colonel’s thoughts that morning, as Ned shaved him, 
flew back through the years to a gently rolling Kentucky 
countryside, and a pillared white house among the oaks. 
He was riding again with Beatrice Colfax in the spring- 
time. Again he stretched out his arm as if to seize her 
bridle-hand, and he felt the thoroughbred rear. Then the 
vision faded, and the memory of his dead wife became an 
angel’s face, far — so far away. 

He had brought her to St. Louis, and with his inheri- 
tance had founded his business, and built the great double 
house on the corner. The child came', and was named 
after the noble state which had given so many of her sons 
to the service of the Republic. 

Five simple, happy years — then war. A black war of 
conquest which, like many such, was to add to the nation’s 
fame and greatness. Glory beckoned, honor called — or 
Comyn Carvel felt them. With nothing of the profession 
of arms save that born in the Carvels, he kissed Beatrice 
farewell and steamed down the Mississippi, k captain in 
a Missouri regiment. The young wife was ailing. An- 
guish killed her. Had Comyn Carvel been selfish ? 

Ned, as he shaved his master’s face, read his thoughts 
by the strange sympathy of love. He had heard the last 
pitiful words of his mistress. Had listened, choking, to 
Dr. Posthlewaite as he read the sublime service of the 
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burial of the dead. It was Ned who had met Ms master, 
the Colonel, at the levee, and had fallen sobbing at Ms 
''"feet. ■' 

Long after he was shaved that morning, the Colonel sat 
rapt in his chair, while the faithful servant busied him- 
self about the room, one eye on his master the while. 
But presently Mr. Carvel’s revery is broken by the swift 
rustle of a dress, and a girlish figure flutters in and plants 
itself on the wide arm of his mahogany barber chair. 
Mammy Easter in the door behind her. And the Colo- 
nel, stretching forth his hands, strains her to him, and 
then holds her away that he may look and look again 
into her face. 

‘‘ Honey,” he said, ‘‘ I was thinking of your mother.” 

Virginia raised her eyes to the painting on the wall 
over the marble mantel. The face under the heavy coils 
of brown hair was sweet and gentle, delicately feminine. 
It had an expression of sorrow that seemed a prophecy. 

The Colonel’s hand strayed upward to Virginia’s head. 

‘^You are not like her, honey,” he said. ‘‘You may 
see for yourself. You are more like your Aunt Bess, 
who lived in Baltimore, and she — ” 

“I know,” said Virginia, “she was the image of the 
beauty, Dorothy Manners, who married my great-grand- 
father.” 

“Yes, Jinny,” replied the Colonel, smiling. “That is 
so. You are somewhat like your great-grandmother.” 

“Somewhat!” cried Virginia, putting her hand over 
his mouth, “I like that. You and Captain Lige are 
always afraid of turning my head. I need not be a 
beauty to resemble her, I know that I am like her. When 
you took me on to Calvert House to see Uncle Daniel 
that time, I remember the picture by, by — ” 

“Sir Joshua Reynolds.” 

“ Yes, Sir Joshua.” 

“ You were only eleven,” says the Colonel. 

“ She is not a difficult person to remember.” 

“No,” said Mr, Carvel, laughing, “especially 
have lived with her.” 
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- ^^ How come slie reeommembered, Marse Oomyn? 'Dat^s 
;de quality. : Dat’s why. Doan’t you talk to Fed ’bout 
de quality,. 'Marsa.” . ' ' 

‘^ And when did I ever talk to you about the quality^ 
you scalawag ? ” asks the Colonel, laughing. 

^^Th’ ain’t none ’cept de bes’ quality keep they word 
dat-a-way,” said Ned, as he went off to tell Uncle Ben in 
'the kitchen. 

Was there ever, in all this wide country, a good cook 
who was not a tyrant? Uncle Ben Carvel was a veritable 
emperor in his own domain ; and the Colonel himself, had 
he desired to enter the kitchen, would have been obliged 
to come with humble and submissive spirit. As for Vir- 
ginia, she liad had since childhood more than one passage 
at arms with Uncle Ben. And the question of who had 
come off victorious had been the subject of many a debate 
below stairs. 

There were a few days in the year, however, when 
Uncle Ben permitted the sanctity of his territory to be 
violated. One was the seventh of December. On such a 
day it was his habit to retire to the broken chair beside the 
sink (the chair to which he had clung for five-and-twenty 
years). There he would sit, blinking, and carrying on 
the wdiile an undercurrent of protests and rumblings, 
while Miss Virginia and other young ladies mixed and 
chopped and boiled and baked and gossiped. But 
woe to the unfortunate Rosetta if she overstepped the 
bounds of respect I Woe to Ned or Jackson or Tato, if 
they came an inch over the threshold from the hall 
beyond ! Even Aunt Easter stepped gingerly, though she 
was wont to affirm, when assisting Miss Jinny in her toilet, 
an absolute contempt for Ben’s commands. 

^‘So Ben ordered you out, Mammy?” Virginia would 
say mischievously. 

“ Order me out ! Hugh I think I’se skeered o’ him, 
honey ? Reckon I’d frail ’em good ef he cotched hole of 
me with his black hands. Jes’ let him try to come up- 
stairs once, honey, an' see what I say to’m.” 

Nevertheless Ben had, on one never-to-be-forgotten 
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a call, said tKe steamboat captain, jerking Ms thumb up 
at the house. It was Mr. Jacob Cluyme’s. 

Captain Grant did not reply to that, nor did Captain 
Lige expect him to, as it was the custom of this strange 
and silent man to speak ill of ho one. He turned rather 
to put the stakes back into his wagon. 

‘‘ Where are you off to, Lige ?” he asked. 

‘‘‘Lord bless' my soul,” said Captain Lige, “to think 
that I Qouid forget He tucked a bundle tighter under 

his arm. “ Grant, did you ever see my little sweetheai*t, 
Jinny Carvel ? ” The Captain sighed. “ She ain’t little 
any more, and she eighteen to-day.” 

Captain Grant clapped his hand to his forehead. 

“ Say, Lige,” said he, “ that reminds me. A month or 
so ago I pulled a fellow out of Renault’s area across from 
there. First I thought he was a thief. After he got 
away I saw the Colonel and his daughter in the win- 
dow — ” 

Instantly Captain Lige became excited, and seized 
Captain Grant by the cape of his overcoat. 

“ Say, Grant, what kind of appearing fellow was he ? ” 

“Short, thick-set, blocky face.” 

“ I reckon I know,” said Brent, bringing down his fist 
on the wagon board ; I’ve had my eye on him for some 
little time.” 

He walked around the block twice after Captain Grant 
had driven down the muddy street, before he composed 
himself to enter the Carvel mansion. He paid no atten- 
tion to the salutations of Jackson, the butler, who saw him 
coming and opened the door, but climbed the stairs to the 
sitting-room. 

“ Why, Captain Lige, you must have put wings on the 
said Virginia, rising joyfully from the arm of 
her father’s chair to meet him. “We had given you up.” 

“What? ’’cried the Captain. “Give me up? Don’t 
you know better than that ? What, give me up when I 
never missed a birthday, — and this the best of all of ’em? 
If your pa had got sight of me shovin’ in wood and 
cussin’ the pilot for slowin’ at the crossin’s, he’d never let 
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you ride in my boat again. Bill Jenks said; ‘ Are you 
plum ' Brent ? Look at them cressets.’ ‘ Five 

dollars!’ says I; ‘I wouldn’t go in for five liuiidred. 
To-morrow’s Jinny Carvel’s birthday, and I’ve just to 
be there.’ I reckon the time’s come when I’ve got to say 
Miss Jinny,” he added ruefully. 

The Colonel rose, laughing, and hit the Captain on the 
back. ■ 

“Drat you, Lige, why don’t you kiss the girl? Can’t 
you see she’s waiting? ” 

The honest Captain stole one glance at Virginia, and 
turned red copper color. 

“Shucks, Colonel, I can’t be kissing her always. 
What’ll her husband say ?” 

Fp* an instant Mr. Carvel’s brow clouded. 

“ We’ll not talk of husbands yet awhile, Lige.” 

Virginia went up to Captain Lige, deftly twisted into 
shape his black tie, and kissed him on the cheek. How 
his face burned when she touched him. 

“ There 1 ” said she, “ and don’t yon ever dare to treat 
me as a young lady. Why, Pa, he’s blushing like a girl. 
I know. He’s ashamed to kiss me now. He’s going to 
be married at last to that Creole girl in New Orleans.” 

The Colonel slapped his knee, winked slyly at Lige, 
while Virginia began to sing : — 

I built rna a house on the mountain so high, 

To gaze at my true love as she do go by.” 

“There’s only one I’d ever marry, Jinny,” protested 
the Captain, soberly, “and I’m a heap too old for her. 
But I’ve seen a youngster that might mate mtli her, 
Colonel,” he added mischievously. “If he just wasn’t a 
Yankee. Jinny, what’s the story I hear about Judge 
Whipple^s young man buying Hester?” 

Mr. Carvel looked uneasy. It was Virginia’s turn to 
blush, and she grew red as a peony. 

“ He’s a tall, hateful, Black Eepublican Yankee ! ” she 
said. 


IGl 


^vPhee-ew I whistled the Captain. Any more epi- 
thets ?.”, . ' " 

He’s a nasty Abolitionist ! ” 

‘‘ There yon do him wrong, honey,” the Colonel put 
in. ^ 

‘‘ I hear he took Hester to Miss Crane’s,” the Captain 
continued, filling the room with his hearty laughter. 

That boy has sand enough, Jinny ; I’d like to know 
liiin.” _ ' 

‘‘You’ll have that priceless opportunity to-night,” re- 
torted Miss Virginia, as she flimg herself out of the room. 
“ Pa has made me invite him to my party.” 

“ Here, Jinny ! Hold on ! ” cried the Captain, running 
after her. “ I’ve got something for you.” 

She stopped on the stairs, hesitating. Whereupon the 
Captain hastily ripped open the bundle under liis arm and 
produced a very handsome India shawl. With a cry of 
delight Virginia threw it over her shoulders and ran to 
the long glass between the high windows. 

“ Who spoils her, Lige ? ” asked the Colonel, fondly. 

“ Her father, I reckon,” was the prompt reply. 

“Who spoils you, Jinny?” 

“ Captain Lige,” said she, turning to him. “ If you 
had only kept the presents you have brought me frona 
New Orleans, you might sell out your steamboat and be a 
rich man.” 

“ He is a rich man,” said the Colonel, promptly. “ Did 
you ever miss bringing her a present, Lige ? ” he asked. 

“ When the Oora Anderson burnt,” answered the Captain. 

“Why,” cried Virginia, “you brought me a piece of her 
wheel, with the char on it. You swam ashore with it.” 

“ So I did,” said Captain Brent. “I had forgotten 
that. It was when the French dress, with the furbelows^ 
wliicli Madame Pitou had gotten me from Paris for you, 
was lost.” 

“And I think I liked the piece of wheel better,” says 
Virginia. “It was brought me by a brave man, the last 
to leave his boat.” . 

“ And who should be the last to leave, but the captain ? 
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until the white cloth was hid by the red flowers. The 
Colonel stroked his goatee and nudged Captain Lige. V 
Look-a-there^ now,” said he. Any other woman 
would have spent two mortal hours stiekin’ ’em in china.” 

Virginia, having critically surveyed her work, amid 
exclamations from Ned and Jackson, had gone around to 
her place. And there upon her plate lay a pearl necklace. 
For an instant she clapped her palms together, staring at 
it in bewilderment. And once more the little childish cry 
of delight, long sweet to the Colonel’s ears, escaped her. 

Pa,” she said, “is it — ?” And there she stopped, 
for fear that it might not be. But he nodded encourag- 
ingly. 

“ Dorothy Carvel’s necklace ! No, it can’t be.” 

“ Yes, honey,” said the Colonel. “ Your Uncle Daniel 
sent it, as he promised. And when you go upstairs, if 
Easter has done as I told her, you will see a primrose 
dress with blue corn-flowers on your bed. Daniel thought 
you might like that, too, for a keepsake. Dorothy Manners 
wore it in London, when she was a girl.” 

And so Virginia ran and threw her arms about her 
father’s neck, and kissed him again and again. And lest 
the Captain feel badly, she laid his India shawl beside her, 
and the necklace upon it. 

What a joyful supper they had, — just the three of 
them ! And as the fresh roses filled the room with fra» 
grance, Virginia filled it with youth and spirits, and Mr. 
Carvel and the Captain with honest, manly merriment. 
And Jackson plied Captain Brent (who was a prime 
favorite in that house) with broiled chicken and hot beat 
biscuits and with waffles, until at length he lay back in his 
chair and heaved a sigh of content, lighting a cigar. And 
then Virginia, with a little curtsey to both of them, ran off 
to dress for the party. 

“Weil,” said Captain Brent, “I reckon there’ll be gay 
goings-on here to-night. I wouldn’t miss the sight of 
’em, Colonel, for all the cargoes on the Mississippi. Ain’t 
there anything I can do ? ” 

“No, thank you, Lige,” Mr. Carvel answered, “Do 
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you remember, one morning some five years ago, when 
I took in at the store a Yankee named Hopper? You . 
didn’t like him, I believe.” 

Captain Brent jumped, and the ashes of his cigar fell 
on his coat. He had forgotten his conversation with 
Captain Grant. 

reckon I do,” he said dryly. 

For a moment he was on the point of telling the affair. 
Then he desisted. He could not be sure of Eiiphalet from 
Grant’s description. So he decided to await a better time. 
Captain Brent was one to make sure of his channel before 
going ahead. 

‘^Well,” continued the Colonel, ‘‘I have been rather 
pushed the last week, and Hopper managed things for 
this dance. He got the music, and saw the confectioner. 
But he made such a close bargain with both of ’em that 
they came around to me afterward,” he added, laughing. 

Is he coming here to-night ? ” demanded the Captain, 
looking disgusted. 

‘‘Lige,” replied the Colonel, ^‘you never do get over 
a prejudice. Yes, he’s coming, just to oversee things. 
He seems to have mighty little pleasure, and he’s got the 
best business head I ever did see. A Yankee,” said 
Mr. Carvel, meditatively, as he put on his hat, a Yankee, 
when he will work, works like all possessed- Hood don’t 
like him any more than you do, but be allows Hopper is 
a natural-born business man. Last month Samuels got 
tight, and Wright & Company were going to place the 
largest order in years. I called in Hood. ^Go yourself, 
Colonel,’ says he. ‘ I’m too old to solicit business, Hood,’ 
said 1. ‘Then there’s only one man to send,’ says he; 

‘ young Hopper, He’ll get the order, or I’ll give up this 
place I’ve had for twenty years.’ Hopper ‘callated’ to 
get it, and another small one pitched in. And you’d die 
laughing, Lige, to hear how he did it.” 

“ Some dieJcness^ I’ll gamble,” grunted Captain Lige. 

“ Well, I reckon ’twas slick,” said the Colonel, thought- 
fully. “ You know old man Wright hates a solicitor like 
poison. He has his notions. And maybe you’ve noticed 
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signs stuck up all over Ms store, ‘ No Solicitors nor Travel- 
ling Men Allowed Here ! 

The Captain nodded. 

But Hopper — Hopper walks in, sir, bold as you 
please, right past the signs till he comes to the old man’s 
cage. want to see Mr. Wright,’ says he to the clerk. 
And the clerk begins to grin. ‘Name, please,’ says he. 
Mr. Hopper whips out his business card. ‘ What ! ’ shouts 
old Wright, flying Tound in, his chair, ‘what the devil 
does this mean? Can’t .you read, sir?’ ‘I callate to,’ 
says Mr. Hopper. ‘And you dare to come in here?’ 
‘Ikisiness is business,’ says Hopper. ‘You “callate”!’ 
bellowed the old man; ‘ I reckon you’re a damned Yankee. 
I reckon I’ll upset your “callations” for once. And if 
I catch you in here again, I’ll wring your neck like a 
roostali’s. Git ! ’ ” 

“ Who told you this ?” asked Captain Brent, 

“Wright himself, — afterward,” replied Mr. Carvel, 
laughing. “ But listen, Lige. The old man lives at the 
Planters’ House, you know. What does Mr. Hopper do 
but go ’round there that very night and give a nigger two 
bits to put him at the old man’s table. When Wright 
comes and sees him, he nearly has one of his apoplectic fits. 
But in marches Hopper the next morning with twice the 
order. The good Lord knows how he did it.” 

There was a silence. Then the door-bell rang. 

“ He’s dangerous.,^'' said the Captain, emphatically. 
“That’s what I call him,” 

“ The Yankees are changing business in this town,” waH 
the Colonel’s answer. “ We’ve got to keep the pace, Lige.” 


CHAPTER XIII 


THE PAETT 

To gentle Miss Anne Brinsmade, to Puss Russell of 
tlie mischievous eyes, and even to timid Eugenie Renault, 
the question that burned was : Would he come, or would 
he not ? And, secondarily, how would Virginia treat him 
if he came ? Put our friend Stephen for the subjective, 
V and Miss Carvel’s party for the objective in the above, 
and we have the clew. For very young girls are given to 
making much out of a very little in such matters. If Vir- 
ginia had not gotten angry when she had been teased a 
fortnight before, all would have been well. 

Even Puss, who walked where angels feared to tread, 
did not dare to go too far with Virginia. She had taken 
care before the day of the party to beg forgiveness with 
considerable humility. It had been granted with a queenly 
generosity. And alter that none of the bevy had dared 
to broach the subject to Virginia. Jack Brinsmade had. 
He told Puss afterward that when Virginia got through 
with him, he felt as if he had taken a rapid trip through 
the wheel-house of a large steamer. Puss tried, by vari- 
ous ingenious devices, to learn whether Mr, Brice had 
accepted his invitation. She failed. 

These things added a zest to a party long looked for- 
ward to amongst Virginia’s intimates. In those days 
young ladies did not “ come out ” so frankly as they do 
now. Mothers did not announce to the world that they 
possessed marriageable daughters. The world was sup- 
posed to know that. And then the matrimonial market 
was feverishly active. Young men proposed as naturally 
as they now ask a young girl to go for a walk,- — and 
were refused quite as naturally. An offer of marriage 
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was mot tlie fearful and wonderful thing — to be dealt 
with gingerly — which it has since become. Seventeen, 
was often the age at which they began. And one of the 
big Catherwood boys had a habit of laying his heart and 
hand at Virginia’s feet once a month. JSTor did his vanity 
suffer^ ^^reatly when she laughed at him. 

It w^with a flutter of excitement, therefore, that Miss 
Carvel’s guests flitted past Jackson, who held the door 
open obsequiously. The boldest of them took a rapid 
survey of the big parlor, before they put foot on the stairs, 
to see whether Mr. Brice had yet arrived. And if their 
curiosity held them too long, they were usually kissed by 
the Colonel. 

Mr. Carvel shook hands heartily with the young men 
and called them by their first names, for he knew most of 
their fathers and grandfathers. And if an older gentle- 
man arrived, perhaps the two might be seen going down 
the hall together, arm in arm. So came his beloved enr 
emy, Judge Whipple, who did not make an excursion to 
the rear regions of the house with the Colonel ; but they 
stood and discussed Mr. President Buchanan’s responsi- 
bility for the recent panic, until the band, which Mr. Hop- 
per had stationed under the stairs, drowned their voices. 

As we enter the room, there stands Virginia under the 
rainbowed prisms of the great chandelier, receiving. But 
here was suddenly a woman of twenty-eight, where only 
this evening we knew a slip of a girl. It was a trick she 
had, to become majestic in a bail-gown. She held her 
head high, as a woman should, and at her slender throat 
glow’"ed the pearls of Dorothy Manners. 

The result of all this was to strike a little awe into the 
souls of many of her playmates. Little Eugenie nearly 
dropped a curtsey. Belle Oluyme was so impressed that 
she forgot for a whole hour to be spiteful. But Puss 
Russell kissed her on both cheeks, and asked her if she 
really wasn’t nervous. 

Nervous I ” exclaimed Jinny ; ‘‘why ?” 

Miss Russell glanced significantly towards the doorway. 
Bub she said nothing to her hostess, for fear of marring an 
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faced impudence I Has he no shame that lie should hold 
his head so high ? She feels her color mounting, even as 
her resentment rises at his self-possession, and yet she 
would have devspised him had he shown self-conseioBsness 
in gait or manner in the sight of her assembled guests. 
Nearly as tall as the Colonel himself, he is plainly seen, 
and Miss Puss in her corner does not have to stand 
on tiptoe. Mr. Carvel does the honors of the intro- 
duction.- 

But a daughter of the Carvels was not to fail before suck 
a paltry situation as this. Shall it be confessed that curi- 
osity stepped into the breach ? As she gave him her hand 
she was wondering how he would act. 

As a matter of fact he acted detestably. He said noth- 
ing whatever, but stood regarding her with a clear eye 
and a face by far too sevei'e. The thought that he was 
meditating on the incident of the auction sale crossed 
through her mind, and made her blood simmer. How^ 
dared he behave so ! The occasion called for a little small 
talk. An evil spirit took possession of Virginia. She 
turned. 

‘‘ Mr, Brice, do you know my cousin, Mr. Colfax ? she 
said. 

Mr. Brice bowed. know Mr. Colfax by sight,” he 
replied. 

Then Mr. Colfax made a stiff bow. To this new phase 
his sense of humor did not rise. Mr. Brice was a Yankee 
and BO gentleman, inasmuch as he had overbid a lady fox 
Hester. 

“ Hava you come here to live, Mr. Brice ? ” lie asked. 

The Colonel eyed his nephew sharply. But Stexohen 
..smiled. ' 

“^Yes,” he said, ^‘if I can presently make enough to 
keep me alive.” Then turning to Virginia, he said, “V¥ill 
you dance, Miss Carvel?” 

The effrontery of this demand quite drew the breath 
from the impatient young gentlemen who had been wait- 
ing their turn. Several of them spoke up in remonstrance. 
And for the moment (let one confess it who knows), 
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generations — about the mouth; the pointed chin. And 
yet it was a face to dare anything, and to do anything. 

One thing more ere we have done with that which no 
man may explain Had he dreamed, too, of the girl? 
Of Virginia ? Stephen might not tell, but thrice had the 
Colonel spoken to him before he answered. 

^vYou must meet some of these young ladies, sir.” 

It was little wonder that Puss Russell thought him dull 
on that first occasion. Out of whom condescension is to 
flow is a matter of which Heaven takes no cognizance. 
To use her own words, Puss thought him “stuck up,” 
when he should have been grateful. We know that 
Stephen was not stuck up, and later Miss Russell learned 
that likewise. Very naturally she took preoccupation for 
indifference. It is a matter worth recording, however, 
that she did not tease him, because she did not dare. He 
did not ask her to dance, which was rude. So she passed 
him back to Mr. Carvel, who introduced him to Miss 
Renault and Miss Saint Cyr, and other young ladies of 
the best French families, And finally, drifting hither and 
thither with his eyes on Virginia, in an evil moment he 
was presented to Mrs. Colfax. Perhaps it has been 
guessed that Mrs. Colfax was a very great lady indeed, 
albeit the daughter of an overseer. She bore Addison 
Colfax’s name, spent his fortune, and retained her good 
looks. On this particular occasion she was enjoying 
herself quite as much as any young girl in the room ; and, 
while resting from a waltz, was regaling a number of 
gentlemen with a humorous account of a scandal at the 
Virginia Springs. 

None but a great lady could have meted out the punish- 
ment administered to poor Stephen. None but a great 
lady could have conceived it. And he, who had never 
been snubbed before, fell headlong into her trap. How 
was the boy to know that there was no heart in the smile 
with which she greeted him ? It was all over in an in- 
stant. She continued to talk about Virginia Springs. 
“ Oh, Mr. Brice, of course you have been there. Of 
course you know the Edmunds. No? You haven’t been 
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approached a mj^stery to find it human, as are many mys- 
teries. But thank Heaven that she found a dignity, a 
seriousness, — and these more- than satisfied her* Like- 
wise, she discovered something she had not looked for, 
an occasional way of saying things that made her laugh. 
She danced with him, and passed him hack to Miss Puss 
Eiisseil, who was better pleased this time ; she passed him 
on to her sister, who also danced with him, and sent him 
upstairs for her handkerchief. 

Nevertheless, Stephen was troubled. As the evening 
wore on, he was more and more aware of an uncompromis- 
ing attitude in his young hostess, whom he had seen 
whispering to various young ladies from behind her fan 
as they passed her. He had not felt equal to asking her 
to dance a second time. Honest Captain Lige Brent, who 
seemed to have taken a fanc}?- to him, bandied him on his 
lack of courage with humor that wms a little rough. And, 
to Stephen’s amazement, even J udge Whipple had pricked 
him on. 

It wa« on his way upstairs after Emily Eussell’s hand- 
kerchief that he ran across another acquaintance. Mr. 
Eiiphalet Hopper, in Sunday broadcloth, was seated on 
the landing, his head lowered to the level of the top of 
the high door of the parlor. Stephen caught a glimpse 
of the picture whereon his eyes were fixed. Perhaps it 
is needless to add that Miss Virginia Carvel formed the 
central figure of it. 

Enjoyin’ yourself ? ” asked Mr. Hopper. 

Stephen countered. 

“ Are you ?” lie asked. 

^‘So so,” said Blr. Hopper, and added darkly: “I ain’t 
in no hurry. Just now they callate I’m about good 
enough to manage the business end of an affair like this 
here. I guess I can wait. But some day,” said he, sud- 
denly barring Stephen’s way, ^‘some day I’ll give a psarty. 
And hark to me when I tell you that these here aristo- 
crats’ll be glad enough to get invitations.” 

Stephen pushed past coldly. This time the man made 
Mm shiver. The incident was all that was needed to 
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Hopper and Ms position. The sneer from Eliplialet’s face 
seemed to penetrate like a chilly draught. 

All at once, Virginia felt her partner gathering up hig 
strength, and by some compelling force, more of will 
than of muscle, draw her nearer. Unwillingly her hand 
tightened under his, and her blood beat faster and her 
color came and went as they two moved as one. Anger 
— helpless anger- — took possession of her as she saw the 
smiles on the faces of her friends, and Puss Russell mock- 
ingly throwing a kiss as she passed her. And then, strange 
in the telling, a thrill as of power rose within her which 
she strove against in vain. A knowledge of him who 
guided her so swiftly, so unerringly, which she bad felt 
with no other man. Faster and faster they stepped, each 
forgetful of self and place, until the waltz came suddenly 
to a stop. 

^‘By gum!” said Captain Lige to Judge Whipple, 
you can whollop me on my own forecastle if they ain’t 
the handsomest couple I ever did see.” 
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figure ill a linen duster and a silk skull-cap took a seat, in- 
tlie forward car. That was Judge Whipple, on Ms way 
to spend a quiet Sunday with Colonel CarveL 

To the surprise of many good people, the Judge had 
recently formed another habit* At least once a week he 
would drop in at the little house on Olive Street next to 
Mr, Brinsmade’s big one, which was shut up, and take tea 
with Mrs. Brice. Afterward he would sit on the little 
porch over the garden in the rear, or on the front steps, and 
watch the bob-tailed horse-cai's go by. His conversation 
was chiefly addressed to the widow, Barely to Stephen, 
whose wholesome respect for his employer had in no wise 
abated. 

Through the stifling heat of these summer days Stephen 
sat ill the outer office, straining at the law. Had it not 
been for the fact that Mr. Whipple went to liis in other’s 
house, despair would have seized him long since. Appar- 
ently his goiiigs-out and his comings-in were noted only 
by Mr. Richter. Truly the Judge’s methods were not 
Harvard methods. And if there were pride in the young 
Bostonian, Mr. Whipple thought he knew the cure for it. 

It, was to Richter Stephen owed a debt of gratitude in 
these days. He would often take his midday meal in the 
down-town beer garden with the quiet German. Then 
there came a Sunday afternoon (to be marked wnth a 
red letter) wdieii Richter transported him into Germany 
itself. Stephen’s eyes w^ere opened. Richter took liim 
across the Rhine. The Rhine w^as Market Street, and 
south of that street was a countiy of which polite Ameri- 
can society took no cognizance. 

Here was an epic movement indeed, for South St. 
Louis was a great sod uprooted from the Fatherland and 
set downi in all its vigorous crudity in the ivarm black 
mud of the Mississippi Valley. Here lager beer took the 
place of Bourbon, and black bread and sausages of hot 
rolls and fried chicken. Here were quaint market- 
houses squatting in the middle of wide streets ; Lutheran 
churches, square and uncompromising, and bulky Turner 
Halls, where German children were taught the German 


118 


THE CRISIS 


tongue. ■ Here^ in a shady grove of mulberry and locust, 
two hundred families were spread out at tlieir ease. 

■ For a while Richter sat in silence, pufling at a meer- 
schaum with a huge brown bowl. A trick of the luiiid 
opened for Stephen one of the histories in his father’s 
library in Beacon Street, across the pages of which had 
flitted the ancestors of this blue-eyed and great-chested 
Saxon. He saw them in cathedral forests, with the red 
hair long upon their bodies. He saw terrifying battles 
with the Roman Empire surging back and forth through 
the low countries. He saw a lad of twenty at the head of 
rugged legions clad in wild skins, sweeping Rome out of 
Gaul, Back in the dim ages Richter’s fathers must have 
defended grim Eresburg, And it seemed to him that in 
the end the new Republic must profit by this rugged stock, 
which had good women for wives and mothers, and for 
fathers men in whose Mood dwelt a fierce patriotism and 
contempt for cowardice. , 

This fancy of ancestry pleased Stephen. He thought 
of the forefathers of those whom he knew, who dwelt north 
of Market Street. Many, though this generation of the 
French might know it not, had bled at Calais and at 
Agincourt, had followed the court of France in clumsy 
coaches to Blois and Amboise, or lived in hovels under 
the castle walls. Others had charged after the Black 
Prince at Poictiers, and fought as serf or noble in the war 
of the Roses; had been hatters or tailors in Cromwell’s 
armies, or else had sacrificed lands and fortunes for Charles 
Stuart. These English had toiled, slow but resistless, 
over the misty Blue Ridge after Boone and Harrod to 
this old St. Louis of the French, their enemies, whose fur 
traders and missionaries had long followed the veins of 
the vast western wilderness. And now, on to the struc- 
ture builded by these two, comes Germany to be welded, 
to strengthen or to weaken. 

Richter put down his pipe on the table. 

Stephen,” he said suddenly, “ you do not share the 
prejudice against us here ? ” 

Stephen flushed. He thought of some vigorous words 
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tliat Miss Puss Russell Lad used on, tlie subject of ^ the 
said be, empbatically. 

am glad,” answered Richter, with a note of sadness 
in Hs voice. “IJ)o not despise ns before you know more 
of us. We are still feudal in Germany — of the Middle 
Ages. The peasant is a serf. ‘ He is compelled to serve 
the lord of the land every year with so much labor of 
his hands. The small farmers, the Gross and Mittel 
Bauern^ we call them, are also mortgaged to the nobles 
who tyrannize our Vaterland. Our merchants are little 
merchants — shopkeepers, you would say. My poor father, 
an educated man, was such. They fought our revolu- 
tion.” 

“ And now,” said Stephen, ‘‘why do they not keep their 
hold?” 

Richter sighed. 

“We were unused to ruling,” he answered. “We 
knew not how to act^ — what to do. You must remember 
that we were not trained to govern ourselves, as are you 
of the English race, from children. Those who have been 
for centuries ground under heel do not make practical 
parliamentarians. No; your heritage is liberty— you 
Americans and English ; and we Germans must desert 
oar native land to partake of it.” 

“ And was it not hard to leave ? ” asked Stephen, gently. 

The eyes of the German filled at the recollection, nor 
did he seem ashamed of his tears. 

“ I had a poor old father whose life was broken to save 
the Vaterland, but not his spirit,” he cried, “no, not that. 
My father was born in 1797. God directed my grand- 
father to send him to the Kolnisches gymnasium, where 
the great Jahn taught. Jahn was our Washington, the 
father of Germany that is to be. 

“Then our Fatherland was French. Our women wore 
Parisian clothes, and spoke the language ; French immo- 
rality and atheism had spread like a plague among us, 
Napoleon the vile had taken the sword of our Frederick 
from Berlin. It was Father Jahn (so we love to call 
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Then Fapoleon was sent to Elba. ; ■ But the Yictors 
quarrelled amongst themfelves, while ^ T'alleyrand and 
Metteniicli tore our Vaterland into strips, and seh brother 
against brother. And our blood, and the grief for tlie 
widows and the fatherless, went for nothing.” 

Richter paused to light his pipe. 

“ After a Avhile,” he continued presently, came the 
German Confederation, with Austria at the head. Rid of 
Napoleon, we had another despot in Metternich. But the 
tree which Jalin had planted grew, and its branehes spread. 
The great master w^as surrounded by spies. My father 
had gone to Jena University, when he joined the Bursehen- 
sehaft^ or Students’ League, of which I will tell you later. 
It was pledged to the rescue of the Vaterland. He was 
sent to prison for dipping his handkerchief in the blood of 
Sand, beheaded for liberty at Mannheim. Afterwards he 
was liberated, and W' ent to Berlin and married my mother, 
who died when I wms young. Twice again he was in 
prison because the societies met at his house. We were 
very poor, my friend. You in America know not the 
meaning of that wmrd. His health broke, and when ’48 
came, he was an old man. His hair was white, and he 
walked the streets with a crutch. But lie had saved a 
little money to send me to Jena. 

He was proud of me. I was big-boned and fair, like 
my mother. And when I came home at the end of a Semester 
— I can see him now, as he would hobble to the door, 
wearing the red and black and gold of the Burschemchaft. 
And he would keep me up half the night — telling him of 
OUT SeJildger fights with the aristocrats. My father had 
been a noted swordsman in his day.” 

He stopped abruptly, and colored. For Stephen was 
staring at the jagged scar. He had never suinnioned the 
courage to ask Richter how he came by it. 

Sehldger fights he exclaimed. 

‘‘ Broadswords,” answered the German, hastily. Some 
day I will tell you of them, and of the struggle with the 
troops in the Breite Stra%se m March. We lost, as I told 
you, because we knew not howto hold what we had gained. 
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CHAPTER II 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

It is sometimes instructive to look back and see how 
Destiny gave us a kick here, and Fate a shove there, that 
sent us in the right direction at the proper time. And 
when Stephen Brice looks backward now, he laughs to 
think that he did not suspect the Judge of beingan ally of 
the two who are mentioned above. The sum total of *Mr. 
Whipple’s words and advices to him that summer had 
been these. Stephen was dressed more carefully than 
usual, in view of a visit to Bellefontaine Road. Where- 
upon the Judge demanded whether he were contemplat- 
ing marriage. Without waiting for a reply he pointed to 
a rope and a slab of limestone on the pavement below, and 
waved his hand unmistakably toward the Mississippi. 

Miss Russell was of the opinion that Mr. Whipple had 
once been crossed in love. 

But we are to speak more particularly of a put-up job, 
although Stephen did not know this at the time. 

Towards five o’clock of a certain afternoon in August 
of that year, 1858, Mr. Whipple emerged from his den. 
Instead of turning to the right, he strode straight to 
Stephen’s table. His communications were always a trifle 
startling. This was no exception. 

Mr, Brice,” said he, you are to take the six forty- 
five train on the St. Louis, Alton, and Chicago road to- 
morrow morning for Springfield, Illinois.” 

Yes, sir.” 

“ Arriving at Springfield, you are to deliver this enve- 
lope into the hands of Mr. Abraham Lincoln, of the law 
firm of Lincoln & Herndon.” 

. 123 . ■ 
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wMcli lie swept away when he spat, where was the office 
of Lincoln & Herndon. The stranger spat twice, regarded 
Mr. Brice pityingly, and finally led him in silence past the 
picket fence and the New England-looking meeting-hoiise 
opposite until they came to the great square on which tlie 
State House squatted. The State House w^as a building' 
with much pretension to beauty, built in the ciassicai 
style, of a ;yellow stone, with solid white blinds in the high 
windows and mighty columns capped at the gently slanting 
roof. But on top of it was reared a crude wooden dome, 
like a clay head on a marble statue. 

“That there,” said the stranger, “is whar we watches 
for the County Delegations when they come in to a ineet- 
inh” And with this remark, pointing with a stubby 
thumb up a ivell-worn stair, he departed before Stephen 
could thank him. Stephen paused under the awming, of 
which there were many shading the brick pavement, to 
regard the straggling line of stores and houses which sur- 
rounded and did homage to the yellow pile. The brick 
house in which Mr. Lincoln’s olfice was had decorations 
above the windows. Mounting the stair, Stephen found 
a room bare enough, save for a few chairs and law books, 
and not a soul in attendance. After sitting awhile by the 
window, mopping his brow with a handkerchief, he went 
out on the landing to make inquiries. There he met 
another citizen in shirt sleeves, like unto the first, in the 
very act of sweeping his beard out of the way of a dex- 
terous expectoration. 

“ Wal, young man,” said he, “who be you lookin’ for 
here?” 

“ For Mr. Lincoln,” said Stephen. 

At this the gentle toaii sat down on the dirty top step, 
and gave vent to quiet but annoying laughter. 

“ I reckon you come to the wrong place.” 

“I was told this was his office,” said Stephen, with 
some heat. 

“ Whar be you from ? ” said the citizen, with interest. 

“I don’t see what that has to do with it,” answered our 
friend. 
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'^^Wal/Vsaid the citizen, critically, ‘^if yon was from 
PMladelphy or Boston, you might stand acquitted.” 

Stephen was on the point of claiming Boston, hut 
wisely hesitated. 

I’m from St. Louis, with a message for Mr. Lincoln,” 
he replied. 

‘‘Ye talk like ye was from down East,” said the citizen, 
who seemed in the humor for conversation. “I. reckon 
‘old Abe’s’ too busy to see you. Say, young man, did 
you ever hear of Stephen Arnold Douglas, alim the Little 
Giant, alim the Idol of our State, sir ? ” 

This was too much for Stephen, who left the citizen 
without the compliment of a farewell. Continuing around 
the square, inquiring for Mr. Lincoln’s house, he pres- 
ently got beyond the stores and burning pavements on 
to a plank walk, under great shade trees, and past old 
brick mansions set well back from the street. At length 
he paused in front of a wooden house of a dirty grayish 
brown, too high for its length and breadth, with tall 
shutters of the same color, and a picket fence on top of 
the retaining wall which lifted the yard above the plank 
walk. It was an ugly house, surely. But an ugly house 
may look beautiful when surrounded by such heavy trees 
as this was. Their shade was the most inviting thing 
Stephen had seen. A boy of sixteen or so was swinging 
on the gate, plainly a very mischievous boy, with a round, 
laughing, sunburned face and bright eyes. In front of the 
gate was a shabby carriage with top and side curtains, 
hitched to a big bay horse. 

“ Can you tell me where Mr. Lincoln lives ? ” inquired 
Stephen. 

“Well, I guess,” said the boy. “I’m his son, and he 
lives right here when he’s at home. But that hasn’t been 
often lately.” 

“ Where is he ? ” asked Stephen, beginning to realize 
the purport of his conversations with citizens. 

Young Mr. Lincoln mentioned the name of a small 
town in the northern part of the state, where he said his 
father would stop that night. He told Stephen that he 
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looked wilted, invited him into the house to have a glass 
of lemonade, and to join him and another boy in a fishing 
excursion with the big bay horse. Stephen told young 
Mr. Lincoln that he should have to take the first train 
after his father. 

Jiminy ! ” exclaimed the other, enviously, ‘^Hhen 
you’ll hear the Freeport debate.” 

Now it has been said that the day was scorching hot. 
And when Stephen had got back to the wooden station^ 
and had waited an hour for the Bloomington express, his 
anxiety to hear the Freeport debate was not as keen as 
it might have been. Late in the afternoon he changed at 
Bloomington to the Illinois Central Railroad. The sun 
fell down behind the cardboard edge of the prairie, the 
train rattled on into the north, wrapped in its dust and 
smoke, and presently became a long comet, roaring red, 
to match that other comet which flashed in the sky. 

By this time it may be said that our friend was heartily 
sick of his mission. He tried to doze; but two men, 
a farmer and a clerk, got in at a way station, and sat 
behind him. They began to talk about this man 
Lincoln, 

^‘Shucks,” said the clerk, think of him opposing the 
Little Giant,” 

‘^He’s right smart, Sam,” said the farmer. ^^He’s got 
a way of sayin’ things that’s clear. We boys can f oiler 
him. But Steve Douglas, he only mixes you up.” 

His companion guffawed. 

‘‘ Because why ? ” he shouted, Because you ain’t had 
no education. What does a rail-splitter like Abe know 
about this government ? Judge Douglas has worked it 
all out. He’s smart. Let the territories take care of 
themselves. Besides, Abe ain’t got no dignity. The 
fust of this week I seen him side-tracked down the road 
here in a caboose, while Doug went by in a special.” 

“ Abe is a plain man, Sam,” the farmer answered sol- 
emnly, ‘‘But you watch out for him.” 

It was ten o’clock when Stephen descended at his des- 
tination, Merciful night hid from his view the forlorn 
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statioE and tlie ragged town. The baggage man told him 
that Mr. Lincoln was at the tavern. 

That tavern I Will '.words describe the impression it 
.made on a certain .young- mail from BostonI It was long 
and low and ramshaekly,'.and hot that, night as the inside 
.of a brick-kiln.. As he. drew near it on the single plank 
walk over the black prairie-mud, he saw countrymen 
and politicians swarming- its narrow porch and iiarro.wer 
,halL Discnssions in all 'keys, were in progress, and it 
was with vast difficulty' that oiir distracted young man 
pushed through and found the landlord. This personage 
was the coolest of the lot.- Confusion was but food for 
Ms smiles, importunity but increased liis suavity. And 
of the seeming hundreds that pressed liini, he knew and 
utilized the Cliristian name of all. From behind a corner 
of the bar he held them all at bay, and sent them to quar- 
ters like the old campaignei' he was. 

‘‘Now, Ben, tain’t no use gettin’ mad. You, and Josh- 
way, an’ Will, an’ Sam, an’ the Cap’ii, an’ the four Beaver 
brothers, will all sleep in number ten. Wliat’s that, 
Franklin? No, sirree, the Hoiierable Abe, and Mister 
Hill, and Jedge Oglesby is sleepin’ in seven.” The smell 
of perspiration was stifling as Stephen pushed up to the 
master of the situation. “What’s that? Supper, young 
man? Ain’t you had no supper? Gosli, I reckon if you 
can fight your way to the dinin’ room, the gals’ll give 
you some pork and a cup of coffee.” 

After a preliminary scuffle with a drunken countryman 
in mud-caked boots, Mr, Brice presently reached the 
long table in the dining-room. A sense of humor not 
quite extinct made him smile as he devoured pork cliops 
and greasy potatoes and heavy apple pie. As he was 
finishing the pie, he became aware of the tavern keeper 
standing over him, 

“ Are you one of them flip Chioagy reporters ? ” asked 
that worthy, with a suspicious eye on Stephen’s clothes. 

Our friend denied this. 

“ You didn’t talk jest like ’em. Guess you’ll be here 
to-night.” 
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said Steplien, wearily. And lie added, out of 
force of habit, Gan yon give me a room?” 

“I reckon,” was the cheerful -reply* ^‘Number ten. 
There ain’t nobody in there but Ben Billings, and the 
four Beaver brothers, an’ three more, ill have a shake- 
down for ye next the north window.” 

Stephen’s thanks for the hospitality perhaps lacked 
heartiness. But perceiving his ' host still contemplating 
him, he ivas emboldened. to say-:'— 

^4Ias Mr.' Liiicoln gone to bed?” ' 

*^Who? Old Abe, at half-past ten? Wal, I reckon 
you don’t know him,” 

Stephen’s I’eflections here on the dignity of the Sena- 
torial candidate of the Republican Party in Illinois were 
novel, at any rate. He thought of certain senators lie had 
.seen in Massachusetts. . 

“ The only reason he ain’t down here swappin’ yarns 
with the boys, is because he’s havin’ some sort of confab 
with the Jedge and Joe Medill of the Chieagy Preu mdi 
TrihmeJ^ ' 

“Do you think he would see me?” asked Stephen, 
eagerly. He was emboldened by the apparent lack of 
ceremony of the candidate. The landlord looked at him 
in some surprise. 

“ Wal, I reckon. Jest go up an’ knoek at the door of 
number seven, and say Tom Wright sent ye.” 

“How shall I know Mr. Lincoln?” asked Stephen. 

“ Pick out the ugliest man in the room. There ain’t 
nobody I kin think of uglier than Abe.” 

Bearing in mind this succinct description of the candi- 
date, Stephen climbed the rickety stairs to the low second 
story. All the bedroom doors were flung open except 
one, on which the number 7 was inscribed. E’rom within 
came bursts of uproarious laughter, and a summons to 
enter, 

He pushed open the door, and as soon as his eyes became 
accustomed to the tobacco smoke, he surveyed the room. 
There was a bowl on the floor, the chair where it belonged 
being occupied. There was a very inhospitable-looking bed, 
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and four Windsor chairs in more or less 
state of dilapidation— all occupied likewise. A countrv 
glass lamp was balanced on a rough shelf, and under it a 
young man sat absorbed in making notes and apSarei tl^ 
oblivious to the noise around him. Every ffentlemai n 
the room was collarless, coatless, tielessf fnd vSless 
Some were engaged m fighting gnats and June bu^^s while 
others battled witli mosquitoes — all save the yoSng man 

who wrote, he being wholly indifferent. ^ 

Stephen picked out the homeliest man in the room 
Jnn fTr “^staking him. And, instead of a disciSk 
^ n of the campaign with the other gentlemen, Mr. Lin- 
coln wa55 defending — what do you think? Mr. Lincoln 
wastoding an occasional and judicious use of swet 

“Judge,” said he, “you do an almighty lot of cuss- 

‘ Well, said the Judge, “ a fellow will rip out some- 
M? ^ time to shut it off.” 

1 ^ passed his fingers through his tousled hair 

A ““ 

old “»■»“ ‘>>e 

There was a chorus of “ No’s ” and “ Go ahead Abe I ” 
The young man who was writing dropped his pencil As 
for Stephen, this long, uncouth mafof the plains wts 
beginning to puzzle him. The face, with its crude fea 

And Mr Lbw^! sobernesl' 

aat was tri v i earnestness 

tVlt ^ &tai thng,^ considering the subject. 

Ihis apprentice. Judge, was just such an incurable ns 
you.” (Laughter.) « And Sam’l, 4en he wanted to couH 
A cusses in a second as his anvil shot s’parks 

And the old man used to wrastle with him Xhts and 

S^iTtdWtraf”^^"*! meeting' 

S.m’ 1 A ^ anything went wrone 

Sami had an appropriate word for the occasion. oS 
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day the oM man got an inspiration when he . was scratch- 
ing aronnd in the dirt for an odd-sized iron, 

“ ^ Sam’l,’ says he, ‘ I want thee.’ 

Sam’l went, and found the old man standing over a 
big rat hole, where the rats came out to feed on the 
scraps. , ' 

Sain’l,’ says he, fetch the tongs.’ 

Sam’l fetched the tongs. 

‘^^Now, Sain’l,’ says the old man, ‘thou wilt sit here 
until thou hast a rat. Never mind thy dinner. And 
when thou hast him, if I hear thee swear, thou wilt sit 
here until thou hast another. Dost thou mind ? ’ ” 

Here Mr. Lincoln seized two cotton umbrellas, rasped 
his chair over the bare floor into a corner of the room, and 
sat hunched over an imaginary rat hole, for all the world 
like a gawky Quaker apprentice. And this was a candi- 
date for the Senate of the United States, who on the 
moiTOw was to meet in debate the renowned and polished 
Douglas! 

Well,” Mr. Lincoln continued, “ that was on a Mon- 
day, I reckon, and the boys a-shouting to have their 
horses shod. Maybe you think they didn’t have some fun 
with Sam’l. But Sam’l sat there, and sat there, and sat 
there, and after a while the old man pulled out his dinner- 
pail. Sam’l never opened his mouth. First thing you 
know, Bnip went the tongs.” Mr. Lincoln turned gravely 
around. “ What do you reckon Sam’l said, Judge? ” 

The Judge, at random, summoned up a good one, to 
the delight of the audience. 

“Judge,” said Mr. Lincoln, with solemnity, “I reckon 
that’s what you’d have said. Sam’l never said a -word, 
and the old man kept on eating his dinner. One o’clock 
came, and the folks began to drop in again, but Sani’l, he 
sat there. ’Long towards night the boys collected ’round 
the door. They were getting kind of interested. Sam’l, 
he never looked up.” Here Mr. Lincoln bent forward a 
little, and his voice fell to a loud, drawling whisper. 
“First thing you know, here come the whiskers peeping 
up, then the pink eyes a-blinking at the forge, then — ! ” 
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■ ■ . Suddenly lie brought the umbrellas together with ' a 
whack. 

^ By God,’ yells Sam’l, ‘ I have thee at last ! ’ ” 

Amid the shouts, Mr. Lincoln stood up, his long body 
swaying to and fro as he lifted high the improvised tongs. 
They heard a terrified squeal, and there was the rat squirm- 
ing and wriggling,— it seemed before tlieir very eyes. 
And Stephen forgot the country tavern, the country politi- 
cian, and was transported straightway into the Quaker’s 
smithy. 


CHAPTER III 

m WHICH STEPHEN LEARHS SOMETHING- 

It was Mr. Lincoln who brought him. back. The 
astonishing candidate for the Senate had sunk into his 
chair, his face relaxed into sadness save for the sparkle 
lurkihg in the eyes. So he sat, immobile, until the 
laughter had died down to silence. Then he turned to 
Stephen. 

“ Sonny,” he said, did you want to see me?” 

Stephen was determined to be affable and kind, and 
(shall we say it? ) he would not make Mr. Lincoln uncom- 
fortable either by a superiority of English or the certain 
frigidity of manner which people in the West said he had. 
But he tried to imagine a Massachusetts senator, Mr. Sum- 
ner, for instance, going through the rat story, and couldn’t. 
Somehow, Massachusetts senators hadn’t this gift. And 
yet he was not quite sure that it wasn’t a fetching gift. 
Stephen did not quite like to be called Sonny.” But he 
looked into two gray eyes, and at the face, and something 
curious happened to him. How was he to know that 
thousands of his countrymen were to experience the same 
sensation? • 

“ Sonny,” said Mr. Lincoln again, “ did you want to see 
me?” ' ■ 

‘‘Yes, sir.” Stephen wondered at the “sir.” It had 
been involuntary. He drew from his inner pocket the 
envelope which the Judge had given him. 

Mr. Lincoln ripped it open. A document fell out, and 
a letter. He put the document in his tall hat, which was 
upside down on the floor. As he got deeper into the 
letter, he pursed his mouth, and the lines of his face deep- 
ened in a smile. Then he looked up, grave again. 
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““ ae, did 
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nigger Ephum to tell Hm not to let me catch sight of him 
hound the Planters’ House. Yes, suh, that’s what he 
was. One of these damned Yankees who come South and 
go into nigger-deals and politics.’ ” 

Mr, Lincoln glanced at Stephen, and then again at the 
Judge’s letter. He took up his silk hat aiid thrust that, 
too, into the worn lining, which was already filled with 
papers. He clapped the . hat on hiSi head, and buttoned 
on his collar. n 

I reckon ITl go for a walk, boys,” he said, and clear 
my head, so as to be ready for the Little Giant to-morrow 
at Ifreeport. Mr. Brice, do you feel like walking ? ” 

Stephen, taken aback, said that he did. 

“ Now, Abe, this is just durned foolishness,” one of 
the gentlemen expostulated. “-We want to know if 
you’re going to ask Douglas that question.” 

“• If you do, you kill yourself, Lincoln,” said another, :| 

who Stephen afterwards learned was Mr. Medill, pro- 1 

prietor of the great Press and Tribune. j 

“ I guess I’ll risk it, Joe,” said Mr. Lincoln, gi-avely. j 

Suddenly comes the quiver about the corners of his mouth, \ 

and the gray eyes respond. ‘‘Boys,” said he, “did you I 

ever hear the story of farmer Bell, down in Egypt? Ill | 

tell it to you, boys, and then perhaps youll know why 
I’ll ask Judge Douglas that question. Farmer Bell had 
the prize Bartlett pear tree, and the prettiest gal in that 
section. And he thought about the same of each of ’em. : 

All the boys were after Sue Bell. But there was only j 

one who had any chance of getting her, and his name was \ 

Jim Kickets. Jim was the handsomest man in that sec- 
tion. He’s been hung since. But Jim had a good deal 
out of life, — all the appetites, and some of the gratifica- 
tions. He liked Sue, and he liked a luscious 13artlett. 

And he intended to have both. And it just so happened 
that that prize pear tree had a whopper on that year, and 
old man Bell couldn’t talk of anything else. 

“ Now there was an ugly galoot whose name isn’t worth 
mentioning. He knew he wasn’t in any way fit for Sue, 
and he liked pears about as well as Jim Rickets. Well, 


J-Xia 


CRISIS 


one nig-ht here comes Ji,n , 

to court Susan, and there the road, whistling, 

on the bank under the pear galoot a-yearnino' 

a..d he e.^,3 t„ geloorfe ““ »P, 

tf)A I, Lets have a throw.' Now 


1 / , " gawot, was an nxed uc 

the galoot knew old Bell ® a throw.' Nov 
bp he says, ‘ All right,' and\! booking ovei- the fence. 
Jim fetclied down the bio' ^ the first shot 

strolled off to the house, kiifc in it, and 

a half-witted ass. Wlien he^ J the galoot for 

the Oldman. ‘ What are yon '^oor, there was 

says Rickets, in his off-hatf,! ^ ’ ®ays he. ‘ Why ’ 

grea,t confidence, ‘to fetch Sue always had 
“-I he old man used to weaki 

from wearing out,” said Air. j toes to keep his boots 
You see, continued Mr 

knew that Jim Rioketa <vai„r“»ta, “joi. see the galoot 

sL. , Susaa 

_ _bome of the gentlemen aimst ■, 

thispohtieal parable, for they to see the point of 

others laughed, too. Then +i "P^^riously. The 
looked at Mr. Lincoln’s face, J,7i their knees, 

W- ‘‘gain, a little S, '‘^as perfectly sober, 

looked as solemn as his title. “ter. Then the Judge 

;;It womtdo, Abe,”saidhe «v 

« 1 stick to the Den,. A commit suicide.” 

and fight Steplien A. Dougl£ f ’ ^ke,” said Mr. Aledill 
any picnic. Do you know thl “d now. ThisIsS 

“ Why, yes, Joe,” said Mr. I, 

man with tens of thousands ‘Amiably. « He’s a 

business to make some of those ^t’s my 

fi, “®rtime Stephen was bum - followers see.” 

Sf i!'’’ ‘‘dished to ask tffi*? the question 

other gentlemen were agai,, P Little Giant, and why 
surprised him still further But Mr. Linc^lJ 

to the young reporter M^'W ^y the arm. 

Lis writing he said Hill, who had iinishS 

+1, ^ ^^ttle air will do you 

old boys for a while, and ^Ve had enough of 

my own age.” going to talk to somebody 
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Stephen was halfway down the corridor when he dis- 
covered that he had forgotten his hat. As he returned he 
heard somebody say : — 

“ If that ain’t just like Abe. He stopped to pull a flea 
out of his stocking when he was going to fight that duel 
with Shields, and now he’s walking with boys before a 
debate with the smartest man in this country. And 
there’s heaps of things he ought to discuss with us.” 

“ Reckon we haven’t got much to do with it,” said 
another, half laughing, half rueful. “There’s some things 
Abe won’t stand.” 

From the stairs Stephen saw Mr. Lincoln threading his 
way through the crowd below, laughing at one, pausing to 
lay his hand on the shoulder of another, and replying to a 
rough sally of a third to make the place a tumult of guf- 
faws. But none had the temerity to follow him. When 
Stephen caught up with him in the little country street, 
he was talking earnestly to"' Mr. Hill, the young reporter 
of the PresB and Tribune. And what do you think w^as the 
subject? The red comet in the sky that night. Stephen 
kept pace in silence with Mr. Lincoln’s strides, another 
shock in store for him. This rail-splitter, this postmaster, 
this flat-boatman, whom he had not credited with a knowl- 
edge of the New Code, was talking Astronomy. And 
strange to say, Mr. Brice was learning. 

“Bob,” said Mr. Lincoln, “can you elucidate the prob- 
lem of the three bodies ? ” 

To Stephen’s surprise, Mr. Hill elucidated. 

The. talk then fell upon novels and stories, a few of 
which Mr. Lincoln seemed to have read. He spoke, among 
others, of the “ Gold Bug.” “The story is grand,” said 
he, “ but it might as well Iiave been written of Robinson 
Crusoe’s island. What a fellow wants .in a book is to 
hnow where he is. There are not many novels, or ancient 
works for that matter, that put you down anywhere.” 

“ There is that genuine fragment which Cicero has pre- 
served from a last work of Aristotle,” said Mr. Hill, 
slyly. “ ‘ If there were beings who lived in the depths of 
the earth, and could emerge through the open fissures, 
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«*» ‘t, 

“But you — you impostor,” cried Mr. Lincoln Into,. 

■■“ff"*/,:;/™’™/""? “S Humboldt’s Cosmos.’’ 

Mr. Hill owned up, laughing. 

^ It is remarkable how soon we accustom ourselves to a 
stmuge Situation. And to Stopben it was no lei Sale 
to ta walking over a muddy road of tbe prairie with tlds 
most singular man and a newspaper correspondent than 
It might have been to the sub-terrestrial inhabitant to 
emerge on the earth’s surface. Stephen’s S wl S 
the process of a chemical change : Suddenly it seemeH +a 
him as if he had known this &11 IllinSalwSs The 
whim of the senatorial candidate in choosing him for a 
companion he did not then try to account for. * 

“wherdo yl^haU fmn^ Presently, 

“ Boston,” said Stephen. 

^i^coln, incredulously. “And how 
does t happen that you come to me with a messai frZ 
a icink Abolitionist lawyer in St. Louis ? ” ^ 

‘‘ What ef Stephen asked, 

he wTs?” Mr. Lincoln, “didn’t he tell you 

tra‘ve“ untfu fou"”?„5’‘“’ “■ “ “ 

“Frim? a friend of mine,” said Mr. Lincoln 

all l^owtm^the^^r^’ ' 

AboUtbnfst an 

A Mr. Stephen ? ” 

Stephen replied in figures. It was rare with him and 
-he must have caught it from Mr. Lincoln. > aid 

TKof fWng out the dam suddenly, su- 

it beTiinedT-^”^^^^ I believe that the wate; 
can De aramed Oil in some other way.” 

Mr, Lincoln’s direct answer to this was to 0*1 vp 
a stinging slap between the shoulder-bladfes. ^ ^ 


STEPHEN LEARITS SOMETHING 


139 


«‘God bless the boy ! ” he cried. ‘‘He thought it 
out. Bob, take that down for the Press and Tribune m 
coniing from a rising young politician of St. Louis.” 

“Why,” Stephen blurted out, “I — I thought you 
were an Abolitionist, Mr. Lincoln.” 

“Mr. Brice,” said Mr. Lincoln, “I have as much use 
for the Boston Liberator as I have for the Charleston 
Courier You may guess how much that is. The ques- 
tion is not whether we shall or shall not have slavery, 
but whether slavexy shall stay where it is, or be extended 
according to Judge Douglas’s ingenious plan. The Judge 
is for breeding worms. I am for cauterizing the sore so 
that it shall not spread. But I tell you, Mr. Brice, that 
this nation cannot exist half slave and half free.” 

Was it the slap on the back that opened Stephen’s 
eyes? It was certain that as they returned to the tavern 
the man at his side was changed. He need not have felt 
chagrined. Men in high places underestimated Lincoln, 
or did not estimate him at all. Affection came first. 
The great warm heart had claimed Stephen as it claimed 
all who came near it. 

The tavern was desei^ted save for a few stragglers. 
Under the dim light at the bar Mr. Lincoln took off his 
hat and drew the Judge’s letter from the lining. 

“Mr. Stephen,” said he, “would you like to come to 
Freeport with me to-morrow and hear the debate? ” 

An hour earlier he would have declined with thanks. 
But now I Now his face lighted at the prospect, and 
suddenly fell again. Mr. Lincoln guessed the cause. 
He laid his hand on the young man’s shoulder, and 
laughed. 

“I reckon you’re thinking of what the Judge will say.” 

Stephen smiled. 

“ I’ll take care of the Judge,” said Mr. Lincoln . “ I’m 

not afraid of him.” He drew forth from the inexhaust- 
ible hat a slip of paper, and began to write. 

“There,” said he, when he had finished, “a friend of 
mine is going to Springfield in the morning, and he’ll 
send that to the Judge.” 
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And this is what he liad written : — 

have borrowed Steve for a day or two, and guarantee to 
retarn him a good Republican. 

It is worth remarking that this was the first time Mr. 
Brice had been called Steve ” and had not resented it; 

Stephen was embarrassed. He tried to thank Mr. 
Liiicoln, but that gentleman’s quizzical look cut him 
short. And the next remark made him gasp. 

Look here, Steve,” said he, you know a parlor from 
a drawing-room. What did you think of me when you 
saw me to-night ? ” 

Stephen blushed furiously, and his tongue clave to the 
roof of his mouth. 

Fll tell you,” said Mr. Lincoln, with his characteristic 
smile, ‘‘ you thought that yon wouldn’t pick me out of a 
bunch of horses to race with the Senator.” 
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THE QUESTION 

Many times since Abraham Lincoln has been called to 
that mansion which God has reserved for the patriots 
who have served Him also, Stephen Brice has thought of 
that steaming night in the low-ceiled room of the coun- 
try tavern, reeking with the smell of coarse food and hot 
humanity. He remembers vividly how at first his gorge 
rose, and recalls how gradually there crept over him a 
forgetfulness of the squalidity and discomfort. Then 
came a space gray with puzzling wonder. Then the 
dawning of a worship for a very ugly man in a rumpled 
and ill-made coat. " 

l^ou will perceive that there was hope for Stephen. On 
his shake-down that night, oblivious to the snores of his 
companions and the droning of the insects, he lay awake. 
And before his eyes was that strange, marked face, with 
its deep lines that blended both humor and sadness there. 
It was homely, and yet Stephen found himself reflecting 
that honesty was just as homely, and plain truth. And 
yet both were beautiful to those who had learned to love 
them. Just so this Mr. Lincoln. 

He fell asleep wondering why Judge Whipple had sent 
him. 

It was in accord with nature that reaction came with 
the morning. Such a morning, and such a place 1 

He was awakened, shivering, by the beat of rain on the 
roof, and stumbling over the prostrate forms of the four 
Beaver brothers, reached the window. Clouds filled the 
sky, and Joshway, whose pallet was under the sill, was 
in a blessed state of moisture. 

No wonder some of his enthusiasm had trickled away 3 
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“I’ve taken a shine to this Bostonian, Joe,” said Mr. 
Lincoln to Mr. Medill. “We’ve got to catch ’em young 
to do anything with ’em, yon know. Now, Steve, just 
give me a notion how politics are over in St. Louis. What 
do they think of our new Republican party ? Too bran 
new for old St. Louis, eh ? ” 

Stephen saw expostulation in Mr. Medill’s eyes, and 
hesitated. And Sir. Lincoln seemed to feel Medill’s 
objections, as by mental telepathy. But he said ; — 

“ We’ll come to that little matter later, Joe, when the 
cars start.” 

Naturally, Stephen began uneasily. But under the 
influence of that kindly eye he thawed, and forgot him- 
self. He felt that this man was not one to feign an inter- 
est. The shouts of the people on the little platform 
interrupted the account, and the engine staggered off 
with its load. 

“I reckon St. Louis is a nest of Southern Democrats,” 
Mr. Lincoln remarked, “and not much opposition.” 

“ There are quite a few Old Line Whigs, sir,” ventured 
Stephen, smiling. 

“Joe,” said Mr. Lincoln, “did you ever hear Warfield’s 
definition of an Old Line Whig ? ” 

Mr. Medill had not. 

A man who takes his toddy regularly, and votes theDenn 
ocratic ticket occasionally, and who wears ruflled shirts.” 

Bo^h of these gentlemen laughed, and two more in the 
seat behind, who had an ear to the eon versa ti on. 

“ But, sir,” said Stephen, seeing that he was expected 
to go on, “I think that the Republican party will gather 
a considerable strength there in another year or two. We 
have the mateiial for powerful leaders in Mr. Blair and 
others ” (Mr. Lincoln nodded at the name). “ We are get- 
ting an ever increasing population from New England, 
mostly of young men who will take kindly to the new 
party.” And then he added, thinking of his pilgrimage 
the Sunday before: “South St. Louis is a solid mass of 
Germans, who are all antislavery. But they are very 
foreign still, and have all their German institutions.” 
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\ >^Tlie Tamer Halls?” Mr. Lincoln surprised liim by 
inquiring. 

Yes. And I believe that they drill tliere.” 

Then they will the more easily be turned into soldiers, 
if the time should come,” said Mr, Lincoln. And he 
added quickly, I pray that it may not.” 

Stephen had cause to remember that observation, and 
the acumen it showed, long afterward. 

The train made several stops, and at each of them 
shoals of country people filled the aisles, and paused for 
a most familiar chat with the senatorial candidate. Many 
called him Abe. His appearance was the equal in rough- 
ness to theirs, his maiiuer if aiiything was more demo- 
cratic, — yet ill spite of all this Stephen in them detected 
a deference which might almost be termed a homage. 
There were many women among them. Had our friend 
been older, he might have known that the presence of 
good women in a political crowd portends something. 
As it was, he was surprised. He was destined to be still 
more surprised that day. 

When they had left behind them the shouts of the little 
town of Dixon, Mr. Lincoln took off his hat, and produced 
a crumpled and not too immaculate scrap of paper from 
the multitude therein. 

‘‘‘ Now, Joe,” said he, “here are the four questions I 
intend to ask Judge Douglas. I am ready for you. Fire 
away,” , 

“ We don’t care anything about the others,” answered 
Mr. Medill. “But I tell you this. -If you ask that sec- 
ond one, you’ll never see the United States Senate.” 

“ And the Republican party in this state will have had 
a blow from which it can scarcely recover,” added Mr. 
Judd, chairman of the committee. 

Mr. Lincoln did not appear to hear them. His eyes 
were far away over the wet prairie. 

Stephen held bis breath. But neither lie, nor Medill, 
nor Judd, nor Hill guessed at the pregnancy of that 
moment. How were they to know that the fate of the 
United States of America was concealed in that Question, 
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. — was to be decided on a rough wooden platform that 
day ill the town of Freeport, lUiiiois? 

But Abraham Lincoln, the uncouth man in the linen 
duster with the tousled hair, knew it. And the stone 
that was rejected of the builders was to become the cor- 
ner-stone of the temple. y 

Suddenly Mr. Lincoln recalled himself, glanced at the 
paper, and cleared bis throat. In measured tones, plainly 
heard above the rush and roar of the train, he read the 
Question : — 

“ Can the people of a United States Territory^ in any 
lawful way^ against the wish of any citizen of the United 
States^ exclude slavery from its limits prior to the formation 
of a State Constitution 

Mr. Medill listened intently. 

Abe,” said he, solemnly, Douglas will answer yes, or 
equivocate, and that is all the assurance these Northern 
Democrats want to put Steve Douglas in the Senate. 
They’ll snow you under.” 

‘‘ All right,” answered Mr. Lincoln, quietly. 

J.ZZ right' asked Mr. Medill, reflecting the sheer 
astonishment of the others ; “ then why the devil are you 
wearing yourself out ? And why are we spending onr 
time and money on you? ” 

Mr. Lincoln laid his hand on Medill’s sleeve. 

Joe,” said he, rat in the larder is easier to catch 
than a rat that has the run of the cellar. You know 
where to set your trap in the larder. I’ll tell you why 
I’m in this campaign : to Catch Douglas now, and keep 
him out of the White House in 1860. To save this 
country of ours, Joe. She’s sick.” 

There was a silence, broken by two exclamations. 

“But see here, Abe,” said Mr. Medill, as soon as ewer 
he got Ms breath, “what have we got to show for it? 
Where do you come in? ” 

Mr. Lincoln smiled wearily. 

“ Nowhere, I reckon,” he answered simply* 

“ Good Lord ! ” said Mr. Judd. 

Mr. Medill gulped. 
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homely parables. The story of Farmer Bell was plain as 
day. Jim Rickets, who had life all his own way, was 
none other than Stephen A. Douglas, the easily success- 
ful. The ugly galoot, who dared to raise his eyes only to 
the pear, was Mr. Lincoln himself. And the pear was the 
Senatorship, which the galoot had denied himself to save 
Susan from being Mr. Rickets’ bride. 

Stephen could understand likewise the vehemence of 
the Republican leaders who crowded around their candi- 
date and tried to get him to retract that Question. He 
listened quietly, he answered with a patient smile. Now 
and then he threw a story into the midst of this discussion 
which made them laugh in spite of themselves. The hope- 
lessness of the case was quite plain to Mr. Hill, who 
smiled, and whispered in Stephen’s ear ; — 

‘‘He has made up his mind. They will not budge him 
an inch, and they know it.” 

Finally Mr. Lincoln took the scrap of paper, which was 
even more dirty and finger-marked by this time, and 
handed it to Mr. Hill. The train was slowing down for 
Freepoi*t. In the distance, bands could be heard playing, 
and along the track, line upon line of men and women 
were cheering and waving. It was ten o’clock, raw and 
cold for that time of the year, and the sun was trying to 
come out. 

“Bob,” said Mr. Lincoln, “be sure you get that right 
in your notes. And, Steve, you stick close to me, and 
you’ll see the show. Why, boys,” he added, smiling, 
“there’s the great man’s private car, cannon and all.” 

All that Stephen saw was a regular day-car on a side- 
track. A brass cannon was on the tender hitched behind it. 
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questions nEder the Constitution. Unhappily for Mr. 
Douglas, there was the famous Dred Scott decision, which 
had set the South wild with joy the year before, and had 
cast a gloom over the North. The Chief Justice of the 
United States had declared that under the Constitution 
slaves were property, — - and as such every American citi- 
zen owning slaves could carry them about with him wliere- 
ever he went. Therefore the territorial legislatures might 
pass laws until they were dumb, and yet their settlers 
might bring with them all the slaves they pleased. 

And yet we must love the Judge. He was a gentleman, 
a strong man, and a patriot. He was magnanimous, and 
to his immortal honor be it said that he, in the end, won 
the greatest of all struggles. He conquered himself. He 
put down that mightiest thing that was in him,— his 
ambition for himself. And he set up, instead, his ambi- 
tion for his country. He bore no ill-will toward the man 
whose fate was so strangely linked to his, and who finally 
came to that high seat of honor and of martyrdom which he 
coveted. W e shall love the J udge, and speak of him with 
reverence, for that sublime act of kindness before the Capi- 
tol in 1861 . 

Abraham Lincoln might have prayed on that day of 
the Freeport debate: ‘^Forgive him, Lord. He knows 
not what lie does.” Lincoln descried the danger afar, 
and threw his body into the breach. 

That which passed before Stephen’s eyes, and to which 
his ears listened at Freeport, was the Great Republic 
pressing westward to the Pacific, He wondered whether 
some of his Eastern friends who pursed their lips when 
the West was mentioned would have sneered or prayed, 
A young English nobleman who was there that day did 
not sneer. He was filled instead with something like awe 
at the vigor of this nation which was sprung from the 
loins of his own. Crudeness he saw, vulgarity he heard, 
but Force he felt, and marvelled. 

America was in Freeport that day, the rush of her peo- 
ple and the surprise of her climate. The rain had ceased, 
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and quickly was " come out of the northwest a boisterous' 
wind, chilled by the lakes and scented by the hemlocks 
of the Minnesota forests. The sun smiled and frowned. 
Clouds hurried in the sky, mocking the human hubbub 
below. Cheering thousands pressed about the station as 
Mr. Lincoln’s train arrived. They hemmed him in his 
triumphal passage under the great arching trees to the 
new Brewster House. The Chief Marshal and his aides, 
great men before, were suddenly immortal. The county 
delegations fell into their proper precedence like minis- 
ters at a state dinner. We have faith in Abraham^ Yet 
another Oowyity for the Rail-splitter^ Abe the G-iant-Mllerf 
— so the banners read. Here, much bedecked, was the 
Q-alena Lincoln Qluh^ part of Joe Davies’s shipment. 
Fifes skirled, and drums throbbed, and the stars and 
stripes snapped in the bi'eeze. And here was a delega- 
tion headed by fifty sturdy ladies on horseback, at whom 
Stephen gaped like a countryman. Then came carryalls 
of all ages and degrees, wagons from this comity and that 
county, giddily draped, drawn by horses from one to six, 
or by mules, their inscriptions addressing their senatorial 
candidate in all degrees of familiarity, but not contempt. 
What they seemed proudest of was that he had been a 
rail -splitter, for nearly all bore a fence-rail. 

But stay, what is this wagon with the high sapling 
flagstaff in the middle, and the leaves still on it ? 

Westicard the Star of Empire takes its loay. 

The girls Imk on to Lincohi ; their mothers were for ClayT 

Here was glory to blind you, — two and thirty maids in 
red sashes and blue liberty caps with white stars. Each 
was a state of the Union, and every one of them was 
for Abraham, who called them his “Basket of Flowers.” 
Behind them, most touching of all, sat a thirty-third shac- 
kled in chains. That was Kansas. Alas, the mien of 
Kansas was far from being as sorrowful as the part 
demanded, — in spite of her instructions she would smile 
at the boys. But the appealing inscription she bore, “ Set 
me free I ” was greeted with storms of laughter, the boldest 
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of the young men shouting that she was too beautiful to 
be free, and some of the old men, to their shame be it said, 
likewise shouted. No false embarrassment troubled Ean - 
sas. She was openly pleased. But the young men who 
had brought their sweethearts to town, and were standing 
hand in hand with them, for obvious reasons saw nothing. 
They scarcely dared to look at Kansas, and those who did 
were so loudly rebuked that they turned down the side 
streets. 

During this part of the day these loving couples, whose 
devotion was so patent to the whole world, were by far 
the most absorbing to Stephen. He watched them having 
their fortunes told, the young women blushing and crying, 
Say ! ” and Ain’t he wicked ? ” and the young men get- 
ting their ears boxed for certain remarks. He watched 
them standing open-mouthed at the booths and side shows, 
with hands still locked, or again they were chewing cream 
candy in unison. Or he glanced sidewise at them, seated 
in the open places with the world so far below them that 
even the insistent sound of the fifes and drums rose but 
faintly to their ears. 

And perhaps, — we shall not say positively, — perhaps 
Mr. Brice’s thoughts went something like this, “ O that 
love were so simple a matter to all ! ” But graven on his 
face was what is called the '•‘ Boston scorn.” And no scorn 
has been known like unto it since the days of Athens. 

So Stephen made the best of his way to the Brewster 
House, the elegance and newness of which the citizens of 
Freeport openly boasted. Mr. Lineoin had preceded him, 
and was even then listening to a few remarks of burning 
praise by an honorable gentleman. Mr. Lincoln himself 
made a few remarks, which seemed so simple and rang so 
true, and were so free from political rococo and decoration 
generally, that even the young men forgot their sweet- 
hearts to listen. Then Mr. Lincoln went into the hotel, 
and the sun slipped under a black cloud. 

The lobby was full, and rather dirty, since the supply 
of spittoons was so far behind the demand. Like the fir- 
mament, it was divided into little bodies which revolve^^ 
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on while they vyS-e 7pf i house-tops, and wagered 

All the mSr L Je con^^^ 

toe to march pSit thSr paSfr iuZate' ‘5 

r,5aierr„7SLl;ie r„ 'f ‘ ‘"= 

pairs of sovereign iiinirs Wtli'^mlri’^^ ^ thousand 
repaired to theSjreS; hIsc Md Xlrflf 
banner was fluno- • “ TFr'oor. 7 ’ /> ®head of them a 

And thiT-ill /or ^ 

them. on the steps to^r 

to?he Iht? before 

and liis buntinjy too TIip na* u7 banners 

a stronghold Krtherl^^^ Freeport was 

the Litfle Giantif once supporters of 

intend to betray them! that he did not 

was thrilled; Oncrhe^sSled^at^fr^H t 

become an active partisan nnv * ,^°“§'ht that he had 

couth Lincoln. TerrihlA ’ ’^ 7 ^‘®hipper — of the un- 
he been carried away? Was*^his Bostonian, — had 

dema^ocrue ? Horl iL. ^ beio, after all, a liomespun 

caught a glimpse of the acwmpHsh^ed^DoSf 
•ophisficafed Judge and''ttLKS l/Z tX 
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whom he had not yet seen. In his note-book he had made 
a copy of the Question, and young Mr. Hill discovered him 
pondering in a corner of the lobby at dinner-time. After 
dinner they went together to their candidate's room. They 
found the doors open and the place packed, and there >as 
Mr. Lincoln’s very tall hat towering above those of the 
other politicians pressed aimind him. Mr. Lincoln took 
three strides in Stephen’s direction and seized him by 
the shoulder. 

a Why, Steve,” said he, ‘‘I thought you had got away 
again.” Turning to a big burly man with a good-natured 
face, who was standing by, he added : Jim, I want you to 
look out for this young man. Get him a seat on the stand, 
where he can hear.” 

Stephen stuck close to Jim. He never knew what the 
gentleman’s last name was, or whether he had any. It 
was but a few minutes’ walk to the grove where the speak- 
ing was to be. And as they made their way thither Mr. 
Lincoln passed them in a Conestoga wagon drawn by six 
milk-white horses. Jim informed Stephen that the Little 
Giant had had a six-horse coach. The grove was black 
with people. Hovering about the hem of the ci'owd were 
the sunburned young men in their Sunday best, still 
clinging fast to the hands of the young women. Bands 
blared “Columbia, Gem of the Ocean.” Fakirs planted 
their stands in the way, selling pain-killers and ague cures, 
watermelons and lemonade. Jugglers juggled, and beg- 
gars begged. Jim said that there were sixteen thousand 
people in that grove. And he told the truth. 

Stephen now trembled for his champion. He tried to 
think of himself as fifty years old, with the courage to 
address sixteen thousand people on such a day, and 
quailed. What a man of affairs it must take to do that ! 
Sixteen tliousand people, into each of whose breasts God 
had put different emotions and convictions ! He had 
never even imagined such a crowd as this assembled 
merely to listen to a political debate. Bat then he re- 
membered, as they dodged from in front of the horses, 
that it was not merely a political debate. The pulse of a 
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through the afternoon al/iirtmi wS7n stand all 

to this debate, must be moved Kv ! 

the breast nf fho-f- -Po • ^ P^triotisio, divine. In 

who held her ohiM bj'"the’ hmclVdT' 

birth that eublime fe^or wSta 

inherit the Declaration of Independence i®“ who 

Freeport. Wha lei fi come to 

What even The lols of mH of a J ! 

nation’s existence lere S stahe I d 

save it ! intake and their votes might 

walta'S ? wf„dl‘etl5“1i"S b-I- 
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squeezed a way^for hiSi ' a .li cc^monly 

made it with L bit. bo'dv 
haven, a great surgina as oTa 

their feet. There was a deleft ^ off 
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his wits, a fierce bSe wl Stephen could collect 

ist and Democrat Free Soilef^^f "^holition- 

one another in a rush for the pktfom 
men and reporters on to-i nf • P^^teoim. The oommittee- 
for Stepheirthat hi fn * ‘^ofo^me. Well 

recognized and hauled bodilt'’in!-^ along. Jin. .pa, 
after bin.. ®“Pj“ 

the excitement died dnwr. o • off, and when 

the row behind the repoTSre “ 

while sharpening his neni^il + paused 

greeting. ^ ^ ™ him a frlndly 
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Stephen, craning in his seat, caught sight of Mr. Lincoln 
slouched into one of his favorite attitudes, his chin resting 
in his hand. 

But who is this, erect, compact, aggressive, searching 
with a confident eye the wilderness of upturned faces ? 
A personage, truly, to be questioned timidly, to be 
approached adviseclly. Here indeed was a lion, by the 
very look of him, master of himself and of othei’s. By 
reason of its regularity and masculine strength, a hand- 
some face. A man of the world to the cut of the coat 
across the broad shoulders. Here was one to lift a 
youngster into the realm of emulation, like a character 
in a play, to arouse dreams of Washington and its senators 
and great men. For this was one to be consulted by the 
great alone. A figure of dignity and power, with mag- 
netism to compel moods. Since, when he smiled, you 
warmed in spite of yourself, and when he frowned the 
world looked grave. 

The inevitable comparison was come, and Stephen’s 
hero was shrunk once more. He drew a deep breath, 
searched for the word, and gulped. There was but the 
one word. How Abraham Lincoln looked beside 

Stephen Arnold Douglas ! 

Had the Lord ever before made and set over against 
each other two such different men? Yes, for such are the 
ways of the Lord. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

The preliminary speaking was in progress, but Stephen 
neither heard nor saw until he felt the heavy hand of liis 
companion on his knee. 

^‘There’s something mighty strange, like fate, between 
them two,” he was saying. ‘‘I recklect twenty-five years 
ago when they was first in the Legislatur’ together. A 
man told me that they was both admitted to practice in 
the S’preme Court in ’39, the same day^ sir. Then you 
know they was nip an’ tuck after the same young lady. 
Abe got her. They’ve been in Congress together, the 
Little Giant in the Senate, and now, here they be in the 
greatest set of debates the people of this state ever heard. 
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words^-^”^’ here, mark my 

.ea'^S: Sed^ti itrr ”', 

flapping — nrifolded like coat-tails 

No coafidenee was there %«re at a side-show! 

Lincoln began to speak and 

and shuddered. CoSd This 

voice to which he had listLed onl v f/T®**"® 

this awkward, yellow manTvhh h l ^g? Could 

be he whom he had Torshinnec ? 

laughter rose here and there on the of derisive 

crowd. Thrice distilled 

But what was this feeline- tho? of those moments I 
Mm ? Surprise ? Carttsfy Tf ralSTS^ 
hands were coming around to the front 
of them was thrown sharply back with n'ri one 

tore, the head was mised, -iand~ w 
gotten. In its stead wonder was coTe T® 

even that, for his mind was e-one on 
when again he came to liimselfTnd iTi- -i N^niey. And 
Lmooln, this was a man transformed ° ^Tl- ^^raham 
longer shrill. Nay, it was now voice was no 

which played strangely on those who 
and again it fell into IZ so low T o ! • . 
spread and spread, like a rinnlp in a ®T ^ ^ ’'''bich 
on the very edge of that valtTiidience^'’"'^’ 

of History, to *Stte™to“wOTae'‘*STOnrff''*’°^ 

politician, committee, or caucus * Rnf ^ of 

those who heard and stirred might^sTthlfth'''^ ainongst 
e_veii now hasting into eternitv b^l/^ +i^ n ^ these minutes 

i. the hope of the Sd ’ 

who sit there smiling. Constern«V‘’’'’-J"dge Douglas, 

yoerleart.-bet.nslerSSS%\ren^^^ 
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your niiBble wit has helped you out of many a tight eor- 
ner. You do not feel the noose — as yet. You do not 
guess that your reply will make or mar the fortunes of 
your country. It is not you who can look ahead two short 
years and see the ship of Democracy splitting on the rocks 
at Cliaiiestoii and at Baltimore, when the power of your 
name might have steex’ed her safely. 

But see! what is this man about whom you despise? 
One by one he is taking the screws out of the engine 
which you have invented to run your ship. Look, he 
holds them in his hands without mixing them, and shows 
the false construction of its secret parts. 

dPor Ahrahara Lincoln dealt with abstruse questions in 
language so limpid that many a farmer, dulled by toil, 
heard and understood and marvelled. The simplicity of 
the Bible dwells in those speeches, and they are now claS' 
sics in our literature. And the wonder in Stephen’s mind 
was that this man who could be a buffoon, whose speech 
was coarse and whose person unkempt, could prove him- 
self a tower of morality and truth. That has troubled 
many another, before and since the debate at Freeport. 

That short hour came all too quickly to an end. And 
as the Moderator gave the signal for Mr. Lincoln, it was 
Stephen’s big companion who snapped the strain, and 
voiced the sentiment of those about him. 

“ By Gosh ! ” he cried, “he baffles Steve. I didn’t think 
Ahe had it in him,” 

The Honorable Stephen A. Douglas, however, seemed 
anything but baffled as he rose to reply. As he waited 
for the cheers which greeted him to die out, his atti- 
tude was easy and indifferent, as a public man’s should 
he. The Question seemed not to trouble him in the least. 
But for Stephen Brice the Judge stood there stripped of 
the glamour that made him, even as Abraham Lincoln had 
stripped his doctrine of its paint and colors, and left it 
punily naked. 

Standing up, the very person of the Little Giant was 
contradictory, as was the man himself. His height was 
insigniicant. But he had the head and shoulders of a 
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lion, and even the lion’s mar ^ j. . 

he gr'»%'disapp„Led?’'’Sf 

things down mT I nSnl ^ by putting 

the aete„si;Tfe!;\!^,‘,tVe‘';^ShIT,.“^ “ftoT™ f 
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against the stand, until it tremblS^^ 
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It matters not,” you cried when you answered the QueS" 
tioii, ‘^ it matters not which way the Supreme Court may 
hereafter decide as to the abstract question whether 
slavery may or may not go into a territory under the 
Constitution. The people have the lawful means to intro- 
duce or to exclude it as they please, for the reason that 
slavery cannot exist a day or an hour anywhere unless it 
is supported by local police regulations.” 

Judge Douglas, uneasy will you lie to-night, for you 
hdNQ UttQTQiiiliQ Freeport Heresy, 

It only remains to be told how Stephen Brice, coming 
to the Brewster House after the debate, found Mr. Lin- 
coln. On his knee, in transports of delight, was a small 
boy, and Mr. Lincoln was serenely playing on the child’s 
Jew’s-harp. Standing beside him was a proud father who 
had dragged his son across two counties in a farm wagon, 
and who was to return on the morrow to enter this event 
in the family Bible. In a corner of the room were sev- 
eral impatient gentlemen of influence who wished to talk 
about the Question. 

But when he saw Stephen, Mr. Lincoln looked up with 
a smile of w^elcome that is still, and ever will be, remem- 
bered and cherished. 

‘‘Tell Judge Whipple that I have attended to that 
little matter, Steve,” he said. 

“Why, Mr. Lincoln,” he exclaimed, “you have had no 
time.” 

“I have taken the time,” Mr. Lincoln replied, “and I 
think that I am well repaid. Steve,” said he, “unless I’m 
mightily mistaken, you know a little more than you did 
yesterda}^” 

“ Yes, sir ; I do,” said Stephen. 

“ Gome, Steve,” said Mr. Lincoln, “ be honest. Didn’t 
you feel sorry for me last night ? ” 

Stephen flushed scarlet. 

“ I never shall again, sir,” he said. 

The wonderful smile, so ready to come and go, flickei'cd 
and went out. In its stead on the strange face was ineffa- 
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CHAPTER VI 


GLENCOE 

It was nearly noon when . Stephen walked into the ofiice 
the next daj^ dusty and travel-worn and perspiring. He 
had come straight from the ferry, without going home. 
And he had visicms of a quiet dinner with Richter under 
the trees at the beer-garden, where he could talk about 
Abraham Lincoln. Had Richter ever heard of Lincoln? 

But the young German met him at the top of the stairs, 
and his face vms more serious than usual, although he 
showed his magnificent teeth in a smile of welcome. 

‘‘ You are a little behind your time, my friend,” said he. 

What has happened you ? ” 

^‘Didn’t the Judge get Mr. Lincoln’s message?” asked 
Stephen, with anxiety. 

The German shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Ah, I know not,” he answered. “ He has gone to 
Glencoe. The Judge is ill, Stephen. Doctor Polk says 
that he has worked ail his life too hard. The Doctor and 
Colonel Carvel tried to get him to go to Glencoe. But 
he would not budge until Miss Carvel herself comes all the 
way from the country yesterday, and orders him. Ach ! ” 
exclaimed Richter, imp nisi vely, ‘^what wonderful women 
you have in America! I could lose my head when I 
think of Miss Carvel.” 

“Miss Carvel was here, you say?” Stephen repeated, in 
a tone of inquiry. 

Bonner said Richter, disgusted, “you don’t care.” 

Stephen laughed, in spite of himself. 

Why should I ? ” he answered. And becoming grave 
again, added r “ Except on Judge Whipple’s account. 
Have you heard from him to-day, Carl ?” 

“ This morning one of Colonel Carvel’s servants came 
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for liis letters. He must'- be feeling better. I— I pray 
tbat he is better/’ said Richter, Ms" voice 'breaking. ' He 
has been very good' to me.'’ ■ 

Siej'ihen said nothing. 'But he had been coriscioiis all 
at once of an affection for the Judge of which he had not 
suspected himself. That afternoon, on Ms 'way home, he 
stop|H‘d at Carvel & Company’s to inquire. 'Mr. Whipple 
was lustier, so Mr. Hopper. said, and added that he ‘‘pre- 
sumed likely the Colonel would not be. in for a week.” 
It was tlic!! Saturday. Eli ph ale t was actually ' in the 
Ooloiiers sanctum behind the partition, giving orders to 
several clerks at the time.. He was so prosperous and 
important that he could scarce spare a moment to answer 
Stephen, who wtmt away wondering wliether he had l)een 
wise to choose tlie law. 

On Monday, when Stephen called at Carvel & Com- 
pany's. Eliphalet was too busy to see hiiii. But Eplium, 
wh.(^ went out to Glencoe every night with orders, told 
him tfuit the “Je<lge was wuss, suh.” On Wednesday, 
there heing little oliaiige, Mrs. Brice ventured to despatch 
a jelly l)y Eplnim. (hi Friday afternoon, wlien Stephen 
was deep in Wliittlesey and the New Code, he became 
aware of Eplium standing beside him. In reply to his 
anxious question Eplium answered : — 

‘‘ 1 reckon he better, sub. He an’ de Colonel done com- 
mence wrastlin’ ’bout a man name o’ Linkum. De Colonel 
done wrote you dis note, sub.” 

It was a very jiolite note, containing the Colonel’s com- 
pliments, asking Mr. Brice to Glencoe tliat afternoon with 
whatever papers or letters the Judge might wish to see. 
And since Caere was no convenient train "in the evening, 
Colonel Carvel would feel honored if Mr. Brice wouid 
sjiend the night. Tlie (Jolonel mentioned the train oh 
which Mr. Brice was expected. 

The Missouri side of the Mississippi is a very different 
country from the hot and treeless prairies of Illinois. As 
Skq)hen alighted at the little station at Glencoe and was 
driven away by Ned in the Colonel’s buggy, he drew in 
deep breaths of the sweet air of the Merameo Valley. 
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. There had. been, a showervand the' sun glistened .on the 
drops on grass and flowers, and the' great trees hung heavy 
over the clay road. At last they came to a white gate in 
the picket fence, in sight of a rambling wooden lioiise with 
a veranda in front covered wdth honeysuckle. And then 
he saw the Colonel, in white marseilles, smoking a cigar. 
This, indeed, was real countiy. 

As Stephen trod the rough flags betw^-een the high grass 
wliicli led to\vard the house, Colonel Carvel rose to liis full 
height and greeted him. 

‘•‘You are very welcome, sir,” he said gravely.. ‘^‘Tlie 
Judge is asleep now,” he added. I regret to sa}^ that we 
had a little argument tl'iis morning, and my daughter tells ‘ 
me it will l>e well not to excite him again to-day. Jinny 
is reading to liim now, or she would be here to entertain 
you, 'Mr. Brice. Jackson ! ” cried Mr. Carvel, “ show Mr. 
Brice to his room.” 

Jackson appeared liiirriedly, seized Stephen’s bag, and 
led the way u{)stairs through the cool and darkened house 
to a pretty little room on the south side, with matting, 
and roses on the simple dressing-table. After he had sat 
awhile staring' at these, and at tlie wmt flower-garden from 
between tlie slats of his shutters, he removed the signs of 
the railroad upon him, and descended. The Colonel was 
still on the porch, in his easy-cliair. He had lighted an- 
other cigar, and on the stand beside him stood t'wo tall 
glasses, green with the fresh mint. Colonel Carvel rose, 
and with his own hand offered one to Stephen. 

Your health, Mr. Brice,” he said, and I hope you will 
feel at home here, sir. Jackson will bring you anything 
you desire, and should you wish to drive, 1 shall be de- 
lighted to show you the country,” 

Ste|)lien drank that julep with reverence, and then the 
(Colonel gave him a cigar. He was (|uite overcome hy this 
treatment of a ])enniless young Yankee. The Colonel did 
not talk politics — such was not his notion of hospitality 
t-o a st.ranger. He talked horse, and no great discernment 
on Stephen's part was needed to perceive that this was 
Mr, Carvel’s hobby.’ „ 
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‘ I nsod^ to have a stable, Mr. Brice, before they ruined 
geiif leman s sport with these trotters ten years af/o. Yes 
sir, we used to be at Lexington one week, and Louisville 

track after that. 

Hid you ever iiear of Water Witch and Netty Boone?” 
from Mr. Jack Brinsmade. 

1 lie ColoneFs face bejimed. 

voFhi^t‘’,’?f,"”'"^*’ very nigger, Ned, who drove 
jou hue Ik, m i he cars — /le u.sed to ride Netty Boone. 
}V„n]d yon believe that, Mr. Brice? He was the best 
jockey ever strode a horse on tl.e Elleardsville track here. 
He wore my ye low and green, sir, until he got to weio-h 
one hundred and a quarter. And I kept him doivn to th^ 
^ight a whole year, Mr. Brice. Yes, sirree, a whole 

“ Jiim down !” said Stephen. 

in a Clriir v‘hl,'''l’' 1 ^ blankets and set 

in a ch.u Jioles bored in the seat. Then we lighted 

a sjnrit amp under him. Many a time I took off ten 

pmmds (hat ivay. Jt needs lire to get flesh off a nigger, 

He didn t notice his guest’s amazement. 

Ihen, sir,’ he continued, “they introduced fho«« 
Mr"“Bricm”’^“'^ races j trotting races are for white trash, 
“Pa!”' 

short. Stephen was already on 
his toot. I wish you could have seen Miss Viro-inia Car 
vel as he saw her then. She wore a white lawn dress 
A tea-tray was in her hand, and her head was tiSd back 
as^ women are apt to do when they carry a burden It 
w<is so that these Southern families, who wave so bitter 
against Abolitionists and Yankees, enteJtainecl tmm 
when they were poor, and nursed them when they were 

.Sta[)hen, for Ids life, could not utter a word But Vir 

‘■""i', I'l™" 

lit oasbten hormg you with Im horses Mr Bihaa 

,he »,J. .. H», 1, Md you . ioefayW lleSTbe 
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before he weighed one hundred n.nd a quarter ? ” (A laugh.) 
‘^Has he gi¥en you th poixits of Water Witch and l^letty 
Boone?” (More laughter, increasing embarrassment for 
Stephen.) ‘^Pa, I tell you once more that you will 
drive every guest from this house. Your jockey talk is 
intolerable.” 

O that you might have a notion of the way in which 
Virginia pronounced intolerable, 

Mr. Carvel reached for another cigar. ‘‘My dear,” lie 
asked, “ how is the Judge ? ” 

“My dear,” said Virginia, smiling, “he is asleep. 
Mammy Easter is with him, trying to make out what he 
is saying. He talks in his sleep, just as you do — ” 

“And what is he saying ?” demanded the Colonel, 
interestt-^d. 

Virginia set down the tray. 

“ ‘ A house divided against itself,’” said Miss Carvel, with 
a sweep of her arm, “ ‘ cannot stand. I believe that this 
Government cannot endure permanently, half slave and 
half free. I do not expect the Union to dissolve — I do 
not expect the house to fall — but I do expect it will cease 
to be divided.’ Would you like any more?” added Miss 
Virginia. 

“No,” cried the Colonel, and banged his fist down on 
the table. “Why,” said he, thoughtfully, stroking the 
white goatee on his chin, “cuss me if that ain’t from the 
speech that country bumpkin, Lincoln, made in June last 
before the Black Republican convention in Illinois.” 

Virginia broke again into laughter. And Stephen was 
very near it, for he loved the Colonel. That gentleman 
suddenly checked himself in his tirade, and turned to him. 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said ; “I reckon that you 
have the same political sentiments as the Judge. Believe 
me, sir, I would not willingly offend a guest.” 

Stephen smiled. “ I am not offended, sh,” h® said. A 
speech whicli caused Mr. Carvel to bestow a quick glance 
upon Iiim. But Stephen did not see it. He was looking 
at Virginia. 

The Colonel rose. ^ 
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“ You will pardon mj- absence for a while, sir,” he said. 
“ .Mj (iaiighter will entertain you.” 

In Kileiiee tlioy watched iiim as lie strode off under the 
trees tlirough tall grass, a yellow setter at his heels. A 
.strange peace was over Stephen. The shadows of the 
walnuts and hickories were growing long, and a rich 
country was giving up its scent to the evenino- air. 
hroni a, cahin heliind the house was wafted the melody 
ot a plantalion song. To the .young man, after the burnt 
city, this was [laradise. And then he remembered bis 
mother as slie mu.st lie .sitting on the tiny porch in town 
n mi sighed. Only two yeans ago .she had ‘been at their own 
pla.ru at We.sthiU’y. 

III! Jook,id_ u[), and .saw the .girl watching him. He 
dared not ihina that the cv])rc.ssion lie caught was one of 

sMijpanty, fnr It elianged instaiitly. 

shr.^ ,:‘m y’.” kiiwf. Mr. Brice,” said 

I neditnu It IS a ^'ankue trait.” 

Stc;plj4‘ii langlied. 

o wf ’‘‘W ’ who were not,” .said he. 

» are .garrulou.s, they are very much so.” 

« 1 s^ud Virginia. 

J saonld thuik a \ankee were had enougli, but a noisy 
I ankce not to he put up with,” he ventured ^ 

cornS'Tll'jyif"" “ '» ty ‘1« 

“I woiideiV’ .said she, thoughtfully, “whether it is 
.trenpi ol I or a l.ct of Mea, that miket tl.e.l' ilert.” 

“It .s mostly pnidence,” said Mr. Brice. “Prudence 
is our dominant trait.” uuence 

Virguua lidgeled. Usually she had an easier time, 
loa Jiave not always shown it,” slie said wdth on 

StcXut'ir "r IT' with meaning. 

r , ‘'•“‘^''ffonism was still there. lie 

v>( . Id have h ;,.,i ^rroatly to know whether she referred to 
ns last. y purchase of Hester, or to his nxshness n daiSn" 
with her at I.or jiarty the winter before. ' ^ 

swered" “UVr'sHll^ 

swmm. \\ u aie still capable of action.” 
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Oil occasions it is violence,’’ said Virginia, desperatelf. 
TMs 'man 'iiiust not get aliead.of lier. ' 

is just as violent,” said he, “as the repressed feeling 
which proinpts it.” 

This was a new kind of conversation to Virginia. Of 
all the young men she knew, not one had ever ventured 
into anything of the sort. They were either flippant, or 
sentimental, or both. She was at once flattered and an- 
iio3md. Flattered, tecause, as a woman, Stephen had con- 
ceded her a mind. Many of the 3mung men she knew had 
minds, but deemed that these were wasted on women, 
whose language was generally supposed to be a kind of 
cliildish twaddle. Even Jack Brinsmade rarely risked 
Ills dignity and reputation at an intellectual tilt. This 
was one of Virginia’s grievances. She often argued with 
her father, and, if the tinith ivere told, had had more than 
one victory over Judge Whipple. 

Virginia’s annoyance came from the fact that she per- 
ceived in Stephen a natural and merciless logic, — a fac- 
ulty for getting at the bottom of things. His brain did 
not seem to be throivn out of gear bj^ local magnetic influ- 
ences,— by beauty, for instance. He did not lose his 
head, as did some otliers she knew, at the approach of 
feniiiiine charms. Here was a grand subject, then, to try 
the mettle of any woman. One with less mettle would 
have given it up. But Virginia thought it would be 
delightful to bring this particular Yankee to his knees, 
and — and leave him there. 

“ Mr. Brice,” she said, “ I have not spoken to you since 
the night of my party. I believe we danced together.” 

“ Yes, we dklj’ said he, “ and I called, but was unfortu- 
nate.” 

You called? ” ' 

Ah, Virginia'! , 

“They did not tell you !” cried Stephen. 

Now Miss .Carvel was complacency . its.elf. 

“Jackson is so careless with cards,” said she, “and very 
often I do not take the trouble to- read them.” 

“I am sorrj^” said he, “ as I wished for the opportunity 
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to tell you how much . I enjoyed myself. ,, I have found 
everybody in St. Louis very kind to strangers.’’ . 

Virginia was nearly disarmed. She remembered how 
she had opposed his coming. But ' honesty as well as' 
something else prompted her to say : — 

‘‘It was my father who invited yoii.” 

Stephen did not reveal the shock his vanity had received, 

“At least you were good enough to dance with me.” 

“I could scarcely refuse a guest,” she replied. 

He held up Iiis head, 

“Had I thought it would have given you annoyance,” 
he said quietly, “I should not have asked you.” 

“ Which would have been a lack of good manners,” said 
Virginia, biting ..her lips. ' . 

Stephen answered nothing, but wished himself in St. 
Louis. He could not comprehend her cruelty. But, just 
then, the bell rang for supper, and the Colonel appeared 
around tlie end of the house. 

It was one of those suppers for which the South is re- 
nowned. And when at length he could induce Stephen to 
eat no more, Colonel Carvel reached for his broad-brimmed 
felt hat, and sat smoking, with his feet against the mantle. 
Virginia, who had talked but little, disappeared with a 
tray on which she had placed with her own hands some 
dainties to tempt the Judge, 

The Colonel regaled Stephen, when she was gone, with 
the pedigree and performance of every horse he had had 
in his stable. And this was. a relief, as it gave him an 
opportunity to think without interruption upon Virginia's 
pronounced attitude of dislike. To him it was inconceiv- 
able that a young woman of such qualities as she appeared 
to have, should assail him so persistently for freeing a 
negress, and so depriving her of a maid she had set her 
heart upon. There were other New England young men 
in society. Mr, Weston and Mr, Carpenter, and 'more. 
Th(?y were not her particular friends, to be sure. But 
they called on her and dancedwith her, and she had >sl}own 
them not the least antipathy. '.But it was to Stephen’s 
credit that he did not analyze further. 
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He was reflecting on these things when he got to his 
room, wlieii there came a knock at the door. It was Mammy 
Easter, in bright turban and apron, — was hospitality and 
comfort in the flesh. 

“ Is yon got all yon need, snh ? ” she inquired. 

Stephen replied that he had. But Mammy showed no 
inclination to go, and he was too polite to shut the door. 

How you like Glencoe, Mistah Brice? ” 

, ,He was cliamied with it. ■ 

66 We has some of de fust fam’lies out heah in de sum- 
mer,” said she. ‘‘ But de Colonel, he ain’t much on a gran’ 
place laik in Kaintuck. Shucks, no, suh, dis ain’t much 
of a ’stablisliment ! Young Massa won’t have no lawns, 
no greenhouses, no nothin’. He say he laik it wil’ and 
simple. He on’y come out fo’ two months, mebbe. But 
Miss Jinny, she make it lively. Las’ week, until the 
Jedge come we hab dis house chuck full, two— three young 
ladies in a room, an’ five young gemmen on trunnle beds.” 

Until the Judge came ? ” echoed Stephen. 

Yassiih. Den Miss Jinny low dey ail hatter go. She 
say she ain’t gwineter have ’em roun’ ’sturbin’ a sick man. 
De Colonel ’moiistrated. He done give the Judge his big 
room, and he say he and de young men gwine ober to 
Mistah Catlierwood’s. You ain’t never seen Miss Jinny 
rise up, suh ! She des swep’ ’em all out ” (Mammy empha- 
sized this by rolling her hands) ‘‘ an’ declah she gwine ten’ 
to the Jedge herself. She ain’t never let me bring up one 
of his meals, suh.” And so she left Stephen with some 
food for reflection. 

Virginia was very gay at breakfast, and said that the 
Judge would see Stephen; so he and the Colonel, that 
gentleman with his hat on, went up to his room. The 
shutters were thrown open, and the morning sunlight 
filtered through the leaves and fell on the four-poster 
where the Judge sat up, gaunt and grizzled as ever. He 
smiled at his host, and then tried to destroy immediately 
the effect of the smile. 

^‘Well, Judge,” cried the Colonel, taking his hand, “ I 
reckon we talked too much yesterday.” 
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“No such tiling, Carvel,” said the Judge, forcibly. “ If 
you hadn’t left the room, your popular sovereignty would 
have been in rags in two minutes.” 

Stephen sat down in a corner, unobserved, in expecta- 
tion of a renewal. But at this moment Miss Viro'inia 
swept into the room, very cool in a pink muslin. 

“ Colonel Carvel,” said she, sternly, “ I am the doctor’s 
deputy hero. I was told to keep the peace at any cost. 
And if you answer back, out you go, like that 1 ” and she 
snapped her lingers. 

1 he Colonel laughed. But the Judge, whose mind was 

on the argument, continued to mutter defiantly until his 
eye fell upon btephen. J- nis 

p, said, “you’ve turned up at 

last, hiivo you f 1 gend you oft witli papers for a man 
and I get back a piece of yellow paper saying that he’s 
l.orrpw.d yo... Wtat did 1., d» iilh youi Jl“. Brice?” 

1 I’reeport, sir, avliere I listened to the 

xirf I ‘3ver expect to hear.” 

VV hat . cned the Judge, “ so far from Boston ? ” 
btephen hesitated, uncertain whether to laugh, until he 
-hanced to look at Virginia. She had pursed Lr lips. 

I was very much surprised, sir,” lie said. 

..,?j;«^ted Mr. Whipple, “and what did you 
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should hardly expect a conservative Bostonian, of 
the class which respects property, to have said that- It 
might possibly be a good thing if more from your to'wa 
could hear those, debates.*’ 

Thej^ will read them, sir ; I feel confident of it.” 

At this point the Colonel could contain himself no 
longer. ■ 

“ I reckon I might tell the man who wrote that Democrat 
article a few things, if I could find out who he is,” said he. 
Pa I ” said Virginia, warningly. 

But Stephen had turned a fiery red. 

46 j wrote it, Colonel Carvel,” he said. 

For a dubious instant of silence Colonel Carvel stared. 
Then — then he slapped his knees, broke into a storm of 
laughter, and went out of the room. He left Stephen in 
a moist state of discomfiture. 

The Judge had bolted upright from the pillows. 

“You ]}ave been neglecting your law, sir,” he cried. 

“I wrote the article at night,” said Stephen, indig- 
nanily. 

“Then it must have been Sunday night, Mr. Brice.” 

At this point Virginia hid her face in her handkerchief, 
which trembled visibly. Being a woman, whose ways are 
unaccountable, the older man took no notice of her. But 
being a young woman, and a pretty one, Stephen was 
angry. 

“I don’t see what right you have to ask me that, sir,” 

he said. 

“ The question is withdrawn, Mr. Brice,” said the Judge. 
66 Vix-ginia, you may strike it from the records. And now, 
sir, tell me something about your trip.” 

Virginia departed. 

An hour later Stephen descended to the veranda, and 
it was with appreliension that he discerned Mr. Carvel 
Boated iiiider the vines at the far end. Virginia was 
perched on tlie railing. ■ ■ 

To Stephen’s kSU r prise the Colonel rose, and, coming 
toward liirn, laid a kindly hand on his shoulder. 

“ Stephen,” said he, “ there will be no law until Monday* 
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A little rest will do 

I should like to very 
“I won’t let the Judge 


You must stay with us until then 
you good.” 

Ste])]ien was greatly touched. 

“ lhank you, sir,” he said, 
much. But I can’t.” 

“ Nonsense,” said the Colonel, 
interfere.” 

•’J' 

The Cohmel turned to Virginia, who, meanwhile, liad 

sat siiently by. 

‘‘Jinny,” he said, “wo must contrive to keep him.” 

tShe isiid off tlie railing. 

“ flV™ determined. Pa,” she an.swered. 

But perhaps Mr. Brum would like to see a little of the 

f mu 'f 1'?' h‘’d>dtive,” she explained, 

iiot inuoli like yours ui the East.’’ ^ 

Stephen thanked her, and bowed to the Colonel. And 

so she ed Inm past tlm low, crooked outbuildings at the 

utk, where he saw old Lucie Ben busy over tiie prepaiu- 
tion of his dinner, imd frisky Rosetta, his daughtL-, play- 
ing uith one of the Colonel’s setters. Then Virginia 
took a well-worn path, on each side of which the hio-h 

O '"'diich entered the wood. 
Oaks and hickories and walnuts and persimmons snread 
out in a glade, and the wild grape twisted fautlsScailv 
around the trunks. All this beauty seemed but a fit seL 
ting to the strong girlish figure in the pink frock before him 
So absorbed wius he m contemplation of this, and in won- 
dering whether indeed she were to marry her cousin 
Clarence Colfa.x, that he did not see the wonders of view 
unrolling in front of him. She stopped at length Me 

TiieySemrSl: 

t J^e of the hi nil, and m front of them a little ni.stic 
summer-house, with seats on its five sides. Here Vir 

S'mSvelhM- S"' 

ami mui veiled. Par, far below him, down the' wooded 
steej) shot the cry.stal Meramec, chafing over the shallow 
gravei beds and tearing headlong at the deep passes 
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Beyond, the dimpled green hills rose and fell, and the 
stream ran indigo and silver. A hawk soared over the 
water, the only living creatui'e in ail that wilderness. 

The glory of the place stirred his blood. And when at 
length he turned, he saw that the girl was watching him. 

It is very beautiful,” he said. 

Virginia had taken other young men here, and they 
had looked only upon her. And yet she was not offended. 
This sincerity now was as new to her as that with which 
he had surprised her in the Judge’s room. 

And she was not quite at her ease. A reply to those 
simple words of his was impossible. At honest Tom 
Catherwood in the same situation she would have laughed. 
Clarence never so much as glanced at scenery. Her 
replicvS to him were either flippant, or else maternal, as to 
a child.' 

A breeze laden with the sweet abundance of that valley 
stirred her hair. And with that womanly gesture w^hiola 
has been the same through the ages she put up her hand, 
deftly tucking in the stray wisp behind. 

She glanced at the New Englander, against whom she 
had been in strange rebellion since she had first seen him. 
His face, thinned by the summer in towm, was of the 
sternness of the Puritan. Stephen’s features w^ere sharply 
marked for his age. The will to conquer was there. Yet 
justice was in the mouth, and greatness of heart. Con- 
science wms graven on the broad forehead. The eyes 
were the blue gray of the flint, kindly yet imperishable. 
The face was not handsome. 


Struggling, then yielding to the impulse, Virginia let 
herself be led on into the years. Sanity was the word 
that best described him. She saw him trusted of men, 


honored of women, feared by the false. She saw him in 
high places, simple, reserved, poised evenly as he was now. 
‘‘Why do you go in this afternoon ? ” she asked 

abruptly. , 

He started at the change in her tone. 

“I wish that I might stay,” he said regretfully. “But 
I cannot, Miss Carvel.” 
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Ne^P^f^fr And she was too prond to ask it 

f!hhl’run.„;;Jlrhhn! 

a<Idod "whil'l im? f "‘‘tractive. Perhaps,” she 
Hoad.” laugh, “perhaps it is Bellefontaine 

uS’ ’ ll® s“il^ 

1 lien (with a touch of derision't » jhpn H ;= i 

t:;;., ciid 

anln‘i lie’n^^hT hairnot'ar'^^^^^^ «impli(;:ity- had dis- 
had he hintpf] at thVluxurv "‘•l’"’‘l«dhj, nor 

Bhe would have Jiked to rm > f ^ c ' 'f hrought up. 

»||« 3”!,“ 

asked. tlunk oi Mr. Lincoln?” she 

handsomest 'as well.”**^' «ghest man I ever saw, and the 

you udiiilred him ? 

It .gravely. 

exist half Jlal-^aiMtalf tK'® government cannot 
Brice, when you and I 2a] I ®ome, Mr. 

other.” ^ foreigners one to the 



nave he said ea^eriy ‘ 

ho rest of the quotation. do r 
' JO dissoivcal — I do not expect tin 
I ol'her.”' Jfc Will become 

ia laughed. “ That seemed to nu 

von' r . 7 is well n; 

you read the rest of that speech' 
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J uclge Whipple is very clever. He lias made a coiivart 
of you,” she answered. 

^‘•Tlie Judge has had nothing to do with it,” cried 
Stephen. He is not given to discussion with me, and 
until I went to Springfield he had never mentioned Mr, 
Lincoln's name to me.” 

Glancing at her, he surprised a sparkle of aiiiusement 
in her eyes. Then she laughed openly. 

“ Why do you suppose that, you were sent to Spring- 
field ? ” she asked. 

With an important communication for Mr. Lincoln,” 
he answered. . 

‘‘-And tliat most important communication was — your- 
self. There, now, 1 have told you,”. said, Wrgmia,:. 

Was myself? I don’t understand,”- 

Virginia puckered her lips. ■■ 

“Tlieu you haven’t the sense I thought you had,” she 
repl icd impa.tiently . Do you know what was in that note ? 
No? Well, a year ago last June, this Black Republican 
lawyer whom you are all .talking -.of' made a speech 
before a convention in Illinois. '.Judge' W'hipple lias. been 
crazy on the subject ever since — he . talks 'of Lincoln: in 
his sleep ; ho went to Springfield .-.and 'spent two days with 
him, and now he can’t rest until ^ou have, seen and kiiowia 
and heard him. So he writes a note to Lincoln and asks 
him to take you to the debate'- — ” 

She paused again to laugh at his. amazement, ■ 

^Mlut he told me to go to Springfield I ” he exclaimed, 
told you to find Lincoln. . He - knew that you 
would obey his orders, I suppose.” 

*^Biit I didn’t know — ” Stephen began, trying to , com- 
pass within an instant the memory of his year’s experience 
with Mr, Wlii])ple. 

*^^¥011 didn’t know that he' thought anything about 
you,” said Virginia. '^That is- .his way, Mr, Brice. He 
has more private charities on liis' list than any man in the 
city except Mr, Brinsmade. ' : Very- .few know ;He 

thinks a great deal of you. ^But there,’’ 'she ..added, .sud-: 
denly blushing crimson, am -sorry I-.toM you.”-,,, , „ 
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Wlij ? ’’ he asked. : 

She did not aBSweiN biit sat tapping the, seat with 'her 
fingers. And when she ventured to look at him, he had 
fallen into thoiight. ■ ■ 

I think it must be time for dinner,” said Virginia, “if 
you laBally wish to catch the train.” 

The coldness in her voice, rather than her words, aroused 
him. fie rose, took one lingering look at the river, and 
followed her to the house. * 

At dinner, when not talking about his mare, the Oolonel 
wiis trying to persuade Stephen to remain. Virginia did 
not join in this, and her father thought the young man’s 
refusal sprang from her lack of cordiality. Colonel Car- 
vel liimself drove to the station. 

When li(i returned, he found his daughter sitting idly on 
the [KU*ch. 

“ i like that jmung man, if he is a Yankee,” he declared. 

“ I don’t,” said Virginia, promptly. 

“ ,My d(.*ar,” said her hither, voicing the hospitality of the 
Carvels, “ i am surprised at you. One should, never show 
one’s feelings toward a guest. As mistress of this house 
it was your duty to press him to stay,” 

“ He did not want to stay.” 

“ Do you know why he went, my dear ? ” asked the 
Colonel. 

“No,” said Virginia. 

“ I asked him,” said the Colonel. 

“ Pa ! I did not think it of you ! ” she cried. And then, 
“ What was it ? ” she demanded, 

“ ile said that his mother was alone in town, and needed 
him,” 

Virginia got up without, a word, and went into Judge 
Whipple’s room. And there the Colonel found her some 
hours later, reading aloud from a scrap-book certain 
speeches of Mr. Lincoln’s which Judge Whipple had cut 
from newspapers. And the Judge, lying back with his 
eyes luiif closed, was listening in pure delight. Little did 
he guess at Virginia’s penance I 
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AN EXCURSION 


I AM going ahead two years. Two years during which 
a nation stnigglecl in agony with sickness, and even the 
great strength with which she was endowed at birth was 
not equal to the task of throwing it off. In 1620 a Dutch 
ship had brought from Guinea to his Majesty’s Colony of 
Virginia the germs of that disease for which the Nation’s 
blood was to be let so freely. During these years signs 
of dissolution, of death, were not wanting. 

In the city by the Father of Waters where the races 
met, men and women were born into the world, who were 
to die in ancient Cuba, wdio were to be left fatherless in 
the struggle soon to come, who were to live to see new 
monsters rise to gnaw at the vitals of the Republic, and 
to hear again the cynical laugh of Europe. But they 
were also to see their country a power in the world, per- 
chance the greatest power. While Europe had wrangled, 
the child of the West had grown into manhood and taken 
a seat among the highest, to share with them the responsi- 
bilities of manhood. 

Meanwhile, Stephen Brice had been given permission to 
practise law in the sovereign state of Missouri. Stephen 
understood Judge Whipple better. It cannot be said that 
he was intimate with that rather formidable personage, 
although the Judge, being a man of habits, had formed 
that of taking tea at least once a week with Mrs. Brice. 
Stephen had learned to love the Judge, and he had never 
ceased to be grateful to him for a knowledge of that man 
who had had the most influence upon his life, — Abraham 
Lincoln. 

For the seed, sowed in wisdom and self-denial, was 
N 177"' . 
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bearing fruit. ' The sound of gatliering conventions 
was in the land, and. the; Freeport Heresy was not for-, 
gotten. 

We shall not mention the number of clients thronging 
to Mr. Whipple’s office to . consnlt Mr. Brice. These 
things are 'Immiliating. Some of Stephen’s income came 
from articles in the newspapers of that day. What funny 
newspapers they were, the- size of a blanket 1 No startling 
headlines sucli as we see now, but a continued novel aiiioiig 
the advertisements on the front page and verses from some 
gifted lady of the town, signed Mectra. And often a story 
of pure love, but more frequently of ghosts or other eerie 
phenomena taken from a magazine, or an anecdote of a 
cat or a chicken. There wex'e letters from citizens who 
had the mania of print, bulletins of different ages from all 
parts of the Union, clippings out of day-befora-yesterday’s 
newspaper of Chicago or Cincinnati to three-weeks letters 
from San Francisco, come by the pony post to Lexington 
and then down the swift Missouri. Of course, there was 
news by telegraph, but that was precious as fine gold, — 
not to be lightly read and cast aside. 

In the autumn of ’69, through the kindness of Mr. 
Brinsmade, Stephen had gone on a steamboat up the river 
to a great convention in Iowa. On this excursion was 
much of St. Louis’s bluest blood. He widened Ms circle 
of acquaintances, and spent much of his time walking the 
guards between Miss Anne Brinsmade and Miss Puss Rus- 
sell. Perhaps it is unfair to these young ladies to repeat 
what they said about Stephen in the privacy of their state- 
rooms, gentle Anne remonstrating that they should not 
gossip, and listening eagerly the while, and laughing at 
Miss Puss, whose mimicry of Stephen’s severe ways brought 
tears to her eyes. 

Mr. Clarence Colfax was likewise on the boat, and pass- 
ing Stephen on the guards, bowed distantly. But once, 
on the return trip, when Stephen had a writing pad on his 
knee, the young Southerner came up to him in his frank- 
est manner and with an expression of .the gray eyes which 
was not to be withstood. . ■ 
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>‘MaMBg a ease, Brice?” he said. hear you are, 
the kind that: cannot be idle, even on a. holiday.” 

Not as l,)ad as all that,’' replied Stephen, smiling at 
him. ' , 

Reckon you keep a diary, then,” said , Clarence, lean- 
ing, .against , the rail. He made a remarkably graceful 
figure, Stephen thought. He was tall, and liis move-, 
rneiits had what niigiit be called a commanding indolence. 
Stephen, while he smiled, could not but admire the tone 
and gesture which Colfax bade a passing negro to 
get him a haiKikeiadiief from his cabin. The alacrity of 
tlie black to do the errand was amusing enough. Stephen 
well knew it had not been such if he wanted a handkerchief. 

Stephen said it was not a diary. Mr. Colfax was too 
well lire d to inquire further; so he never found out that 
Mr. Brice was writing an account of the Convention and 
the speeelimaking for tlie Munouri Democrat, 

‘"Brice,” said the Southerner, “ I want to apologize for 
tliiiigB Ibna done to you and said about you. 1 hated you 
for a long time after you beat me out of Hester, and — ” 
he hesitated. 

Stephen looked up. For the first time he actually liked 
Colfax. He had been long enough among Colfax’s people 
to understand how difficult it was for him to say the thing 
he wished. 

“ You may remember a night at my uncle’s, Colonel 
Carvel’s, on the occasion of my cousin’s birthday ?” 

“ Yes,” said Stephen, in surprise. 

“Well,” blurted Clarence, boyishly, “I -was rude to 
you in my uncle’s house, and I have since been sorry.” 

He held out his hand, and Stephen took it warmly, 

“I was younger then, Mr. Colfax,” he said, “and I 
didn’t understand your point of view as well as I do 
now. Not that I have .changed my ideas,” he added 
quickly, “but tlie notion of the girl’s going South an- 
gered me. I was bidding against the dealer rather than 
against you. Had I then known Miss Carvel — ’’ he 
stopped abruptly. 

The winning expression died from the face of the other. 
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away, and leaning across the rail, stared at the 
h gh bluffs, red-bromed by the autumn sun. A scort 
of miles beyond that precipice was a long low building' 
of stone, surrounded by spreading trees, — the sehoof 
for young ladies, celebrated throughout the West, where 
grandmothers were taught,— Mon ticello. 

1 hither Miss Virginia Carvel had gone, some thirty days 
since, for her second winter. I'oucy aays 

Perhaps Stephp guessed the thought in the mind of 
his compamon, for he stared also. The musIcT the 
cabin omiie to an abrupt pause, and only the tumbling 

the'^sMpnce^^'''’qf^ Planks of the great wheels brokf 
t ie siJcnct. ihey were both startled by laughter at 

meSZS'er^i™^ th^'j^^ture 

uT Ts t e K Anne Brinsmade’s. 

t IS the hour when all devout worshimiers turn 
towards the East ” she QQiri umi '''^oioppcis rurn 

at Monticello.” enshrined 

s.ti “'’"■'‘V; 

of Miss Knss'eli.*’ ' “ ””®’ i^oeoe' enjojment 

.o:L“ie“;i“;,“ “Wh,. 

bel'i'eyrit" ° “ y™' ““ ■' 1 0™ ssell 

^Mm Kiisscll mode . face in the direction Oolfas had 

J' He alway, acts like Uiot when you mention her,” she 
bw“l!iJ,“" Anne. » You can't 

“ Hairpins I” said Miss Russell. 
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Isn’t she to' marry Mm?” said Stephen, in Ms natural 

voice.,'. 

He remembered Ms pronouns too late. 

^^That has been the way of the world ever since Adam 
and Eve,” remarked Puss. suppose yon meant to ask, 
Mr. Brice, whether Clarence is to marry Virginia Carvel.” 

, . Anne nudged her. 

My deaiC what will Mr. Brice think of us ? ” 

Listen, Mr. Brice,” Puss continued, undaunted. I 
shall tell you some gossip. Virginia was sent to Monti- 
cello, and went with her father to Kentucky and Pennsyl- 
vania this summer, that she might be away from Clarence 
Colfax.” 

“ Oh,, Puss ! ” cried Anne. 

Miss Russell paid not the slightest heed. 

^KJolonel Carvel is right,” she went on. ‘^I should do 
the same thing. They are first cousins, and the Colonel 
doesn’t like that. I am fond of Clarence. But he isn’t 
good for anything in the world except horse racing and 
~and fighting. He wanted to help drive the Black 
Republican emigrants out of Kansas, and his mother had 
to put a collar and chain on him. He wanted to go fili- 
bustering with Walker, and she had to get down on her 
knees. And yet,” she cried, “if you Yankees push ns as 
far as war, Mr. Brice, just look out for him.” 

“ But — ” Anne interposed. 

“ Oil, I know what you are going to say, — that Clarence 
has money.” 

“ Puss ! ” cried Amie, outraged. “ How dare you ! ” 

Miss Russell slipped an arm around her waist. 

“ Come, Anne,” she said, “ we mustn’t interrupt the 
Senator any longer. He is preparing his maiden speech.” 

That was the way in which Stephen got his nickname. 
It is scarcely necessary to add that he wrote no more until 
ha reached his little room in tlie house on Olive Street. 

They had passed Alton, and the black cloud that hung 
in the still autumn air over the city was in sight. It was 
dusk when the Jackson pushed her nose into the levee, and 
the song of the negro stevedores rose from below as they 
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pullerl the gang-plank on to the landing-stage. SteDhen 
■stood apart on the hurricane deck, gazing at the dark 
d^e of sooty warehouses. How’ Wf youn^ men 
witli tlner way to make have felt the same as iieX? 
after some pleasant excursion. The presence of a talJ 
foim beside hmi shook him from his revery, and he looked 

face of Mrf Brinsmade 

said hi' 1 Stephen, at the late hour,” 

&om h;m”tbk 

to him so? J-L s 

“'JK-. .'''■■■ tave^SdeTM;;,.™ “P “ “o 

with » liu’aS'ill her n‘oith “Cl,y lS“™’ U™’ 

upon a pedestal ? He is nnhr « V , ^11 set him 

iPf her W, 

dignity ” wonderful,” replied Anne, with 

Maude. ^ He^’had better^ nmrTy BelTe'^cr'^ Eugenie and 
“ “ yS. decision to that famUy!’ Anfe?” 

“ f tell you a secret ? ” 

feminS. ^"“an, and she was 

“ With ^dth him.” 

tonliiml” astonished Anne. “She 

“She thinks she hates him,” said Miss Russell, calmly. 
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,, , Anne looked tip at her eompaiiion admiringly* Her 
two, heroines were Puss and Virginia. Both had the same 
kind of da.riiig, but in. Puss' the trait had developed into 
a somewhat disagreeable outspokenness which, made . many,' 
people ■ dislike her. Her judgments were usually w^ell 
fouiided, and her prophecies had so often, come to pass 
that Anne often believed in them for no other reason. 

How do you know ? ” said Anne, incredulously. 

you remember that September, a year ago, when 
we were all out at Glencoe, and Judge Whipple was ill, 
and Virginia sent us all away and nursed him herself ? ” 
Yes,” said Anne. , 

“And did you know that Mr. Brice had gone out, with 
letters, when the Judge was better?” 

“ Yes,” said Anne, breathless. 

“It was a Saturday afternoon that he left, although 
they had begged him to stay over Sunday. Virginia had 
written for me to come back, and I arrived in the evening. 

I asked Easter wdiere Jinny was, and I found her — ” 

“ You found her — ? ” said Anne. 

“Sitting alone in the summer-house over the river. 
Easter said she had been there for two hours. And I 
have never known. Jinny to be such miserable company 
as she was that night.” . 

“Did she mention Stephen ? ” asked Anne. 

“No.” 

“ But you did,” said Anne, with conviction. 

Miss Russell’s reply w^as not as direct as usual. 

“You know Virginia never confides unless she wants 
to,” she said. 

' Anne considered. , 

“ Virginia has scarcely seen him since then,” she said. 

“ You know that I was her room-mate at Monticello last 
year, and I think I should have discovered it.” 

“Did she speak of him ? ” demanded Miss Russell. 

“ Only when the subject was mentioned. I heard her 
repeat once wliat Judge Whipple told her father of him, 
— that he had a fine legal mind. He was often in my 
letters from home, because they have taken Pa’s house next 
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.door, and because Pa likes them. . I used to .read, those 
letters to Jinny^” said Anne, ‘•‘but she never expressed 
any desire to hear them.” ■ ■ 

I, too, used to w.rite Jinny about him,” confessed Puss. 

Did slie answer your letter? ” 

‘‘No,” replied Miss Puss, “ but that was just before the 
holidays, you remember. And then the Colonel hurried 
her off to see her Pennsylvania relatives, and I believe 
they went to Annapolis, too, where the Carvels come 
from.”, 

Stephen, sitting in the next house, writing out his 
account, little dreamed that he was the subject of a con- 
ference in the third story front of the Brinsmades’. Later, 
when the young ladies were asleep, he carried his manu- 
script to the Bemoerat office, and delivered it into the 
hands ol his friend, the night editor, wiio was awaiting it. 

Toward tlie end of that week, Miss Virginia Carvel was 
sitting with her back to one of the great trees at Monti- 
cello reading a. letter. Every once in a while she tucked 
it under her cloak and glanced hastily around. It was 
from Miss Anne Brinsmade. 

“I have told you all about the excursion, my dear, and 
how we missed you. You may remember” (ah, Anne, 
the guile there is in the best of us), “ you may remember 
Mr. Stephen Brice, whom, we used to speak of. Pa and 
Ma take a great interest in him, and Pa had him invited 
on the excursion. He is more serious than ever, since he 
has become a full-fledged lawyer. But he has a dry 
humor which comes out when you know him well, of 
which I did not suspect him. Plis mother is the dearest 
lady I have ever known, so quiet, so dignified, and so well 
bred. They come in to supper very often. And the 
other night Mr. Brice told Pa so many thingvS about the 
people south of Market Street, the Germans, which he 
did not know, that Pa was astonished. He told all about 
German history, and how they were persecuted at home, 
and why they came here. Pa was' surprised to hear that 
many of them were ■ Unive.rsity 111611, and .that they were, 
already organizing to. defend the Union. I heard Pa say, 
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I .. "^That is what Mr. Blair meant when he assured me that' 

I we need not fear for the city.’ . ■ 

I Jinny dear, I ought not to have written you this, be- 

' cause you are for Secession, and in your heart you think 

Pa a traitor, because be comes from a slave state and 
i' has slaves of his own. But I shall not tear it up. 

•^^It is sad to think how rich Mrs. Brice was when she 
lived in Boston, and what she has had to come to. One 
servant and a little house, and no place to go to in the 
summer, when they used to have such a large one. I often 
I go in to sew with her, but she has never once mentioned 

her past to me. 

I Your father has no doubt sent you the. Democrat with 

I , the account of the Convention. It is the fullest published, 

i by far, and was so much admired that Pa asked the editor 

j who wrote it. Who do you think, but Stephen Brice ! 

I So now Pa knows why Mr. Brice hesitated when Pa 

I asked him to go up the river, and then consented. This 

is not the end. Yesterday, when I went in to see Mrs. 
Brice, a new black silk was on her bed, and as long as I 
live I shall never forget how sweet was her voice when 
I she said, ‘It is a surprise from my son, my dear, I did 

not expect ever to have another.’ Jinny, I just know he 
bought it with the money he got for the article. That 
was what he was writing on the boat when Clarence Col- 
fax interrupted him. Puss accused him of writing verses 
to you.” 

At this point Miss Virginia Carvel stopped reading. 
Whether she had read that part before, who shall say ? 

’ But she took Anne’s letter between her fingers and tore 

it into bits and flung the bits into the wind, so that they 
were tossed about and lost among the dead leaves under 
the great trees. And when she reached her room, there 
V was the hated Blumuri Democrat lying, still open, on her 

, table. A little later a great black piece of it came toss- 

ing out of the chimney above, to the affright of little Miss 
I Brown, teacher of Literature, who was walking in the 

; grounds, and who ran to the principal’s room with the 

I story that the chimney was afire. . :.■■■■■ ■ 

i 

. ' : ' . ; ■ ■ ■ ■ 

' 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE COLONEL IS 'WABNED 

; *? refrain from mention of the leave-talr. 

o”f ^ Virginia Carvel from tlie Monticello “ Female 
^0 ninary, so called in the Democrat. Most youiio- ladies 
d d not graduate in those days. There were exercises 

wo^rds'''?''^'* ■ costumes under my hand. The 

fss ij™ ^ 

3 ■ tI g-t 

so Stepiien learned with alarm wnf t ^ f 

Tte teSh °’i ““‘Woidabl/^prevented.^’ 

sell, that Mist’ Jinny ht^refi point 

^^7tlz:z rar*’T\r^r"Ff 7*r - 

Eliphalet has prospered. It is tV’he"F^t f*i 

somewhat easyioingeentleniL fVi ^ 

the full inipiirteime of Fite ? ] ^O'^lwed 

Mr. Hood ZtZl^T 

store in the morninm but Mr ui? opened the 

office 
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warerooms and sliipping' rooms, rubbing Ms .hands,, to see if 
any were late, ,■ Many of the old force were missed, and a 
new and greater force were come in. ' These feared Elipha-. 
let .as they, did the devil, and woi’ked the harder to please 
him, because Eliplialet had hired that kind. To them the 
Colonel was lifted high above the sordid affairs of the 
world. He was at the store every day in the winter, and 
Mr. Hopper always follow^ed him obsequiously into the 
ground-glass office, called in the book-keeper, and showed 
him the books and the increased earnings. 

The Colonel thought of Mr. Hood and his slovenly 
management, and sighed, in spite of his doubled income. 
Mr. Ho])per had added to the Company’s list of customers 
whole districts in the growing " Southwest, and yet the 
honest Colonel did not like him. Mr. Hopper, by a grad- 
ual pi'ocess, had taken upon his own shoulders, and conse- 
quently off the ColoneFs, responsibility after responsibility. 
There were some painful scenes, of course, such as the 
departure of Mr. Hood, which never wmuld have occurred 
had not Eliplialet proved without question the incapacity 
of the ancient manager. Mr. Hopper only narrowed his 
lids wdien the Colonel pensioned Mr. Hood. But the 
Colonel had a will before which, when roused, even Mr. 
Hopper trembled. So that Eliplialet was always polite to 
Ephum, and careful never to say anything in the darkey’s 
presence against incompetent clerks or favorite customers, 
who, by the charity of the Colonel, remained on his 
books. ' 

One spring day, after the sober home-coming of Colonel 
Carvel from the Democratic Convention at Charleston, 
Ephum accosted his master as he came into the store of a 
morning. Eplmm’s face was working with excitement. 

What’s the matter with you, Ephum ? ” asked the 
Colonel, kindly. You haven’t been yourself lately.” 

^‘No, Marsa, I ain’t ’zactly,” 

Ephum put down the duster, peered out of the door of 
the private office, and closed it softly. 

Marse Comyn ? ” ■' 
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“ Marse Coin^, I ain’t got no use fo’ dat Misteh Hoona’ 
I se kinder sup’stitious ’bout him, Marsa.’’ ‘ 

i if put down his newspaper. 

Thp'^f ■ ” lie asked quietly 

w ' H? t-^uTrrjrc“s„TSvi? tsri? 

s>ipCTiI)l‘° “"coming the conduct ot a 

Miifesiless down to a cent.’’ . 

jo,,d “i, ’’I'a? ■ „5 ;<;S. “ncJS Stic’; 

now E, {wards, James, & Doddin<.lon and Hr i l ^ 

But dolonel’ Calwef (hd Tinri' friends. 

dtgtSi’Sd ic'”’" V- tvis s“d‘Ss 

little xnofe for irboLd T?, ^-id veV 

in which he swept out Collel Caryett store ‘'' h 
superintendent, now, of Mr Davitt’« q,, f o , 
a church officer. At nfoht Xn ^ ^ 

business, he would read 

the Colonel’s morning paper at tlm'Ifr Puper, and 

abstemiousness, hisTnly indX mo 

It wuc ci; .. iS'/ £t fe” ir„f XT w““';- 


F-rnriKcl^f’, ""'•x' — tae noor. 


from the 
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they were profane, and invited him into the street, he 
reminded them that the city had a police force and a jail. 
While still a young man, he had a manner of folding Ms 
hands and smiling which is peculiar to capitalists, and he 
knew the laws concerning mortgages in several difl'ereiit 
states. ■ 

Blit Eliphalet was content still to remain in the sphere 
in which Providence had placed him, and so to be an 
example for many of us. He did not buy, or even hire, 
an evening suit. He was pleased to superintend some of 
the details for a dance at Christmas-time before Virginia 
left Monticello, but he sat as usual on the stair-landing. 
There Mr. Jacob Gluyme (who had been that day in 
coiiversation with the teller of the Boatman’s Bank) 
chanced upon him. Mr. Cluyme was so charmed at the 
facility with which Eliphalet recounted the rise and fall 
of sugar and cotton and wheat that he invited Mr. 
Hopper to dinner. And from this meal may be reckoned 
the first appearance of the family of which Eliphalet 
Hopper was the head into polite society. If the Cluyme 
household was not polite, it \vas nothing. Eliphalet sat 
next to Miss Belle, and heard the private history of many 
old families, which he cherished for future use. Mrs. 
Cluyme apologized for the dinner, which (if the truth 
were told) needed an apology. All of which is signifi- 
cant, but sordid and uninteresting. Jacob Cluyme usually 
bought stocks before a rise. 

There was only one person who really bothered Elipha- 
let as he rose into prominence, and that person was Cap- 
tain Elijah Brent. If, upon entering the ground-glass 
office, he found Eliphalet without the Colonel, Captain 
Lige would walk out again just as if the office were empty. 
The inquiries he made were addressed always to Ephum. 
Once, when Mr. Hopper had hidden him good morning 
and pushed a chair toward him, the honest Captain had 
turned his back and marched straight to the house on 
Tenth Street, where lie found the Colonel alone at break- 
fast. The Captain sat down opposite. 

Colonel,” said he, without an introduction, “ I don’t 
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like this here biismess.of letting Hopper run, jonr store* 
He’s a iish, I tell you.” ■ 

The Colonel drank his coffee in silence. 

"^Lige,” he said gently, he’s nearly doubled my 
income. It isn’t the old times, when we all went our owui 
way and kept our old . customers year in and year out. 
You know that.” 

The Captain took a deep draught of the coffee which 
elackson hatl, laid before him. 

‘Hlolonel Carvel,” he >said emphatically, “the fellow’s 
a damned rascal, and will ruin you yet if you doj^’t take 
advice.” 

The Colonel shifted uneasily. 

“The books .show that he’s honest, Lige.” 

“ Yes,” cried luge, with his fist on the table. “ Honest 
to a niilL But if that fellow ever gets on top of you, or 
any one else, he’ll grind you into 

“ He isn’t likely to get on top of me, Lige. I know the 
business, and keep watch. And now that Jiaiiy’s coming 
home from Monticello, I feel that I can pay more attention 
to her — kind of take her mother’s place,” said the Colonel, 
putting on his felt hat and tipping his chair. “Lige, I 
want that girl to have every advantage. She ought to go 
to Europe and see the world. That ^*.rip East last sum- 
mer did her a heap of good. When we were at Calvert 
House, Dan read her something that ny grandfather had 
written about London, and she was regularly fired. First 
I must take her to the Eastern Shore to see Carvel Hall. 
Dan still owns it. Now it’s London and Paris.” 

The Captain walked over b the window, and said noth- 
ing. He did not see the searching gray eyes of his old 
friend upon him. 

“ Lige ! ” said the Colonel. 

The Captain turned. 

“ Lige, wliy don’t you give tip steamboating and come 
along to Europe? You’re, not -forty yet, and you have a 
heap of money laid by.” \ . 

The Captain shook his head with the vigor that char* 
acterized him. 
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.‘"^TMsaiii’t.no'timeforBieto leave,” lie said., ^^Colonel,. 
I tell you there's a stomi eojnin^,'’ 

, The Colonel pulled his goatee, uneasily. Here, aClast, 
was a man 'ill whom there, was no guile. 

Lige,” he said, isn’t it about time you got married?” 

Upon which the Captain- shook his head again, even 
with more vigor. He eould not trust himself to speak. 
After the Christmas holidays he had driven Virginia 
across the frozen river, all the way to Moiiticeilo, in a 
sleigh. It Avas night when they had reached the school, 
the light of its many windows casting long streaks on 
the snow under the trees. He had helped her out, and 
had taken her hand as she stood on the step. 

good, Jinny,” he had said. Remember what a 
short time it will be until June. And your Pa will come 
over to seci you.” 

She had seized him by the buttons of his great coat, 
and said tearfully : — 

“O Captain Lige ! I shall be so lonely when you are 
away. Aren’t you going to kiss me?” 

He had put his lips to her forehead, driven madly back 
to Alton, and spent the night. The first thing he did the 
next day when he reached St. Louis ivas to go straight to 
the Colonel and tell him bluntly of the circumstance. 

Lige, Iki hate to give her up,” Mr. Carvel said ; but 
I’d rather you d marry her than any man I can think of.” 
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SIOKS OF THE TIMBS 

Ik that spring of 1860 tlie time was come for the South 
to make her final stand. And as the noise of gathering 
conventions shook the ground, Stephen Brice was not the 
only one who thought of the Question at Freeporto The 
hour was now at hand for it to bear fruit. 

Meanwhile, his hero, the hewer of rails and forger of 
homely speecli, A])raham Lincoln, had made a little tour 
eastward the year before, and had startled Cooper Union 
with a new logic and a new eloquence. They were the 
same logic and the same eloquence which had startled 
Stephen. 

Even as he predicted who had given it birth, the Ques- 
tion destroyed the great Democi’atic Party. Colonel Carvel 
travelled to the convention in historic Charleston soberly 
and fearing God, as many another Southern gentleman. 
In old Saint Michael’s they knelt to pray for Iwmony, 
for peace ; for a front bold and undismayed toward those 
who wronged them. All through the week chosen orators 
wrestled in vain. Judge Douglas, you flattered yourself 
that you had evaded the Question. Do you see the South- 
ern delegates rising in their seats? Alabama leaves the 
hall, followed by her sister states. The South has not 
foi’gotten your F'reeport Heresy. Once she loved you, 
now she will have none of you. 

Gloomily, indeed, did Colonel Carvel return home. He 
loved the Union and the flag for which his grandfather 
Ricliard had fought so bravely. That flag was his inheri- 
tance. So the Judge, laying his hand upon the knee of 
his fritmd, reminded him gravely. But the Colonel shook 
his head. The very calmness of their argument had been 
portentous. 
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, Whipple/’ said he. You . are a straightforward 

maa. You can’t disguise it. You of the North are bent 
upon taking away from us the rights we had when our 
fathers formed the Constitution. However the nigger 
got to this country, sir, in your Bristol and Newport 
traders, as well as in our Virginia and Maryland ships, 
he is here, and he was here when the Constitution was 
written. He is happier in slavery than are your factory 
liaiuls in New England ; and he is no more fit to exercise 
the solemn rights of citizenship, I say, than the half- 
breeds in the South American states.” 

The Judge attempted to interrupt, but Mr. Carvel 
stopped liim. 

'’‘Suppose you deprive me of my few slaves, you do not 
ruin me. Yet you do me as great a wrong as you do my 
friend Samuels, of Louisiana, who depends on the labor 
of five hundred. Shall I stand by selfishly and see him 
niined, and thousands of others like him ? ” 

Profoundly depressed, Colonel Carvel did not attend 
the adjourned Convention at Baltimore, which split once 
more on Mason and Dixon’s line. The Democrats of the 
young Northwest stood for Douglas and Johnson, and the 
solid South, in another hall, nominated Breckenridge and 
Lane. This, of course, became the Coloners ticket. 

What a Babel of voices was raised that summer ! Each 
with its cure for existing ills. Between the extremes of 
the Black Republican Negro Worshippers and the South- 
ern Rights party of Breckenridge, your conservative had 
the choice of two candidates, — of Judge Douglas or 
Senator Bell. A most respectable but practically extinct 
body of gentlemen in ruffled shirts, the Old Line Whigs, 
had likewise met in Baltimore. A new name being nec- 
essary, they called themselves Constitutional Unionists. 
Senator Bell was their candidate, and they proposed to 
give the Nation soothing-syrup. So said Judge Whipple, 
with a grunt of contempt, to Mr. Cluyme, who was then a 
prominent Constitutional Unionist. Other and most 
estimable gentlemen were also Constitutional Unionists, 
notably Mr. Calvin Brinsmade. Far be it from any one 
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t0 cast disrespect upon the' reputable members of this party, 
whose broad wings sheltered likewise., so many .weak 
brethrenv... 

One ' Sunday eyening in May, , the J udge .was taking .tea 
with Mrs. Brice. ■ The occasion was ..memorable, for more 
than one eyeiit — which was that he addressed Stephen by 
Ms first name for the first time. 

„ You're ' an admirer of Abraham ., Lincoln,” he . had, 
said... 

Stephen, used' to^ Mr. Whipple's ways, smiled quietly 
at his mother. ■ He .had never dared inentioii to the Ju.dge 
his suspicions concerning ' his journey .to Springfield and, 
Freeport. 

‘‘ Stephen,” said the Judge (he,re the surprise, came in)., 

Stephen, what do you think of Mr., Lincoln’s chances for 
the Republican nomination'? ” 

We hear of no name but Seward's, sir,”/ said, Stephen, 
when he had recovered. ' 

The Judge grunted. , • ' 

^‘Do you tMnk that Lincoln would, make a good Presi- 
dent?” .he added. 

have thought so, sir, ever since you were good 
enough to give me the opportunity of knowing him.” 

It was a bold speech — the Judge drew Ms great eye- 
brows together, but he spoke to Mrs. Brice. 

‘‘Fm not as strong as I was once, ma’am,” said he. 

And yet I am going to that Chicago convention.” 

Mrs. Brice remonstrated mildly, to the effect that he 
had done his share of political work. He scarcely waited 
for her to finish. 

I shall take a younger man with me, in case anything 
happens. In fact, ma'am, I had thought of taking your 
son, if you can spare him.” 

And so it was that Stephen went to that most dramatic 
of political gatherings, — in the historic W igwam. It was 
so that his eyes were opened to the view of the monster 
which maims the vitality of the Republic, — the political 
machine. Mr. Seward had brought his machine from 
New York,~a legion prepared to fin the Wigwam with 
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their, bodies, and to drown with their cries all names save 
that of their inaster. ' ■ 

Stephen indeed had his .eyes opened. Through the 
kindness of J iidge Whipple he heard many quiet talks 
between that gentleinaii and delegates from other states. 
— Pennsylvania and Illinois and Indiana and elsewhere. 
He perceived that the Judge was no nonentity in this new 
party. Mr. Whipple sat in his own room, and the dele- 
g'ates came and ranged themselves along the bed. Late 
one night, wlieii the delegates were gone, Stephen ven- 
tured to speak what was in his mind. 

Mr. Lincoln did not strike me as the kind of man, sir, 
who would X)erniit a bargain.” 

Mr. Lincoln’s at home jdaying barn-hall,” said the 
Judge, curtly. doesn’t expect the nomination.” 

Then,” said Stephen, rather hotly, I think yon are 
unfair to hini.” 

You are expecting the Judge to thunder. Sometimes 
he liked this kind of sj^eech. 

‘‘Stephen, I hope that j}olitics may be a little cleaner 
when you become a delegate,” he answered, with just the 
suspicion of a smile. “ Supposing you are convinced that 
Abraham Lincoln is the only man who can save the Union, 
and supposing that the one way to get him nominated is 
to meet Seward’s gang with their own methods, what would 
you do, sir ? I want a practical X)roposition, sir,” said Mr. 
Whipple, “ one that we can use to-night. It is now one 
o’clock.” 

As StejDhen was silent, the Judge advised him to go to 
bed. And the next morning, while Mr. Seward’s hench- 
men, confident and uproarious, were parading the streets 
of Chicago with their bands and their bunting, the vast 
Wigwam was quietly filling up with bony Westerners whose 
ally was none other than the state of Pennsylvania. These, 
gentlemen possessed wind which they had not wasted in, 
processions. And the Lord delivered Seward and all that 
was Ms into their hands. 

How the light of Mr. Seward’s hope went out after the 
first ballot, and how some of ; the gentlemen attached to 
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'Ms persott w and liow the voices'shook tlie^Wigwam, 
■and tliefchmiderof the guns rolle'd over the tossing .waters 
of - the. lake, many now living remember, That ■ day .a 
name was delivered to the world through the mouths of 
political schemers which was destined to eiiten history as 
that of the saviour of the Nation. 

Down in little Springfield, on a vacant lot near the 
station, a tall man in his shirt sleeves was playing barn- 
hail with some boys. The game finished, he had put on 
his black coat and was starting homeward under the trees, 
— when a fleet youngster darted after him with a tele- 
gram, The tail man read it, and continued on his way, 
his liead bent and his feet taking long strides. Later in 
the day he was met by a friend. 

‘^Ahe,” said the friend, ‘‘I’m almighty glad there’s 
somebody in this town’s got notoriotis at last.” 

In the early morning of their return from Chicago, 
Judge Whipple and Stephen were standing in the front of 
a ferry-boat crossing the Mississippi, The sun was behind 
them. The Judge had taken off his hat, and his gray 
hair was stirred by the river breeze. Illness bad set a 
yellow seal on the face, but the younger man remarked it 
not. For Stephen, staring at the black blur of the city’s 
outline, was filled with a strange exaltation which might 
have belonged to his Puritan forefathers. Now at length 
was come his chance to be of use in life, — to dedicate the 
labor of Ins hands and of Ms brains to Abraham Lincoln, 
uncouth prophet of the West. With all his might he 
would work to save the city for the man who was the 
hope of the Union. 

The bell rang. The great paddles scattered the brown 
waters with white foam, and the Judge voiced his 
thoughts. 

“Stephen,” said he, “I guess we’ll have ' to' put oui 
shoulders to the wheel this summer. If Lincoln is not 
elected, 1 have lived my sixty-five years for nothing.” 

As he descended the plank, he laid a hand on Stephen’s 
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arm, and tottered. "The big Louisiana^ Captain Brent’s 
boat, Just in from New Orleans, was blowing off her steam 
as with slow steps the j climbed the levee and the steep 
pitch of the street beyond it. The clatter of hooves, and 
the crack of whips reached their ears, and, like many 
.others before them and since, they stepped into Carvel 
& Coinpany’s. , On the inside of the glass partition of . the 
private office, a voice of great suavity was heard. It was 
Elipbalet Hopper’s. 

If you will give me the numbers of the bales, Captain 
Brent, Fil send a dray down to your boat and get them.” 

It was a very decisive voice that answered, 

sir, I prefer to do business with mj friend^ Colo- 
nel Carv€3L I guess I can waitJ^ 

I could sell the goods to Texas buyers who are here 
in the store right now.” 

Until I get instructions from one of the cancem^^^ 
vowed Captain Lige, ‘‘I shall do as I always have done, 
sir. What is your position here, Mr. Hopper ?” 

I am manager, Tcallate.” 

The Captain’s fist was heard to come down on the 
desk. 

You don’t manage me,” he said, and I reckon yon 
don’t manage the Colonel,” 

Mr. Hopper’s face was not pleasant to see as he emerged. 
But at sight of Judge Whipple on the steps his suavity 
returned. 

“ The Colonel will be in any minute, sir,” said he. 

But the Judge walked past him without reply, and into 
the office. Captain Brent, seeing him,, sprang to his feet, 

^‘Well, well, Judge,” said he, heartily, ‘‘you fellows 
have done it now, sure* I’ll say this for you, you’ve picked 
a smart man.” 

“ Better vote for him, Lige,” said the Judge, sitting 

clown. 

The Captain smiled at Stephen. 

“ A mail’s got a lot of choice this, year,” said he. ‘‘ Two 
governments, thirty-three governments, one government 
patched up for a year or two.” ■ 
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Or no government,” finished the Judffe. “Lio-P 
you re not^such aiool as to vote against the TJnion ? ” ^ ’ 
Judge, said the Captain, instantly, “ I’m not the onlv 
one m this town who will have to decide whether my s?/}/ 
pa ^ are wrong. My spmpatMes are with the South^^' 

in KeScky '’o™ 

heard a step without* 

C-rentlemen, mark my woixls. If Abraham • 

elected, the South leaves this Union.” ^ ^ 

Ootae/SerhSir" 

“riien, sir,” Mr. Whipple cried hotly, “ then von will 
he chastised and brought back. For at last JrbT,5 

votesalone.” ^ ^ depend on Northern 

Stephen rose apprehensively. So did Cantain T,Vp 
to kiiSin I • ^.^^®,^ stepfomard, and a firfwas quS 

“ Silas !” he said, “Silas!” 

Thp P *1 *’ ^ Jieat, and no breakfast ” 

iced water. Mr n«rvAi wiougnt a glass of muddy 

back agjiin. Those'* 'w^o’sl^o^ 

.t«=p of « .w,, „„ 
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But the lips were firmly closed, bidding: defiance, as 
e¥er, to the world. The Colonel, stroking . his goatee, 
regarded liim curiously. ' * 

Silas,” he said slowly, if you won’t drink it for me, 
perhaps you will drink it — -for — Abraham — Lincoln.”. 

The two who watched that scene hare never forgotten 
it. Outside, in the great cool store, the rattle of the 
trucks was heard, and Mr. Hopper giving commands. 
Within was silence. The straight figure of the Colonel 
towered above the sofa while he waited. A full minute 
passed. Once J udge Whipple’s bony hand opened and 
shut, and once his features worked. Then, without warn- 
ing, lie sat up. 

Colonel,” said he, “I reckon I wouldn’t be much use 
to Abe if I took that. But if you’ll send Eplium after a 
cupofeoflFee — ” 

Mr. Carvel set the glass down. In two strides he had 
reached the door and given the order. Then he came 
back and seated himself on the sofa, 

Stephen found his mother at breakfast. He had for- 
gotten the convention. He told her what had happened 
at Mr. Carvel’s store, and how the Colonel had tried to 
persuade Judge Whipple to take the Glencoe house while 
he was in Europe, and how the Judge had refused. Tears 
were in the widow’s eyes when Stephen finished. 

‘‘ And he means to stay here in the heat and go through 
the campaign ? ” she asked. 

He says that he will not stir.” 

It will kill him, Stephen,” Mrs. Brice faltered. 

So the Colonel told him. And he said that he would 
die willingly — after Abraham Lincoln was elected. He 
had nothing to live for but to fight for that. He had 
never understood the world, and had quarrelled with it 
all his life.” . , 

*^He said that to Colonel Carvel?” 

^^Stephen!”' 

He didn’t dare to look at his mother, nor she at him. 
And when he reached the office, half an hour later, Mr, 
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Brinsmade’s buggy drew 
np at Mrs. Brice’s door. Tlie Brinsmarip i ^ 

been for some time in the coiiiitr\r a i i^ad 

when timt senllemen was detain^ In totf b?hn“e'"^ 
he would stop at the little home f» te^™Ti?J seo™t'^l 

&xra?i ae5:f..“' 

said You%£ouir^Tll“tS3^ 

said ie My, Sir^ remarkably, Mr. Briusz^ade,” 

y.“u “d, m 2. tS2;2lt‘ \et‘T 4^ ™“m ?o 

thSSitk””'' eouoorning J ud°ge”wh']^le^°? 

He stopped, and looked at her. It was a hartl fa -.i 
for that best and most tactful of gentlemS \r, « ■ ^ 

He too had misjudged this cHXt”; ' 

Caryel’s kindness and hfo own Tb^ - Colonel 

lent face brightened. * g^jiitleman s benevo- 

litUe%2s2Cub;e4u“’r2w»‘ne2‘’'‘ 

have it occupied in the summer Tf ^ ®^peetation to 

Judge to go to Glencoe with y^ forThr^if 

sure It would be a relief for us^all ” ^ ^ 

Mr. BrfosmS wS go^f ^ “°ther, when 
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SteplieE did not reply at once. Wliat, indeed, could he 
say? The vision of tiiat proud figure of Miss Virginia 
was , before him, and he revolted. . What was kmdaess 
from 'Colonel Carvel and. Mr. Brinsmade was charity from 
her. He could not bear the thought of living in a house 
haunted by her. And yet why should he let his pride 
and his feelings stand in the way of the health — perhaps of 
.the life — of Judge Whipple ? 

It was characteristic of his mother’s strength of mind 
not to mention the subject again that evening. Stephen 
did not sleep in the hot night. But when he rose in the 
morning lie had made up his mind. After breakfast he 
went straight to the Coloiiers store, and fortunately found 
BIr. Carvel at his desk, winding up his affairs. 

The next morning, when the train for the East pulled 
out of Illiiioistown, Miss Jinny Carvel stood on the plat- 
form tearfully waving good-by to a knot of friends. 
She was leaving for Europe. Presently she went into the 
sleeping-car to join the Colonel, who wore a gray linen 
duster. For a long time she sat gazing at the young 
corn waving on the prairie, fingering the bunch of June 
roses on her lap. Clarence had picked them only a few 
hours ago, in the dew at Bellegarde. She saw her 
cousin standing disconsolate under the train sheds, Just as 
she had left him. She pictured him riding out the Belle- 
fontaine Road that afternoon, alone. Now that the 
ocean was to be between them, was it love that she felt 
for Clarence at last ? She glanced at her father. Once 
or twice she had suspected him of wishing to separate 
them. Her Aunt Lillian, indeed, had said as much, and 
Virginia had silenced her. But when she had asked the 
Ooloiiel to take Clarence to Europe, he had refused. 
And yet she knew that he had begged Captain Lige to 
go* 

Virginia had been at home but a week. She had seen 
the change in Clarence and exulted. The very first day 
she had surprised him on the porch at Bellegarde with 
Hardee’s tactics.” From a boy, Clarence had suddenly 
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;,tecome a man with a Purpose, — and that, was the Purpose 
'/of'.the South., 

, . They have dared to nominate that dirty Lincoln,” ,he 
said. Do' you think that we will submit to nigger equal- 
ity rule ? Never ! never I ” he o,ried. If they elect him, I. 
will, stand and fight them until my legs are shot from under 
me, and then I will shoot down the Yankees ,froin the 
ground.” ' 

Yirginia^s heart had leaped within Her at the words, and 
into her eyes had flashed once more the look, for which 
the boy had waited and , hoped in vain. He , had the car- 
riage of a soldier, the animation and endurance, of the 
thoroughbred when roused. lie was of the stuff that 
made the resistance of the South the marvel of the world. 
And well we know, whatever the sound of it, that his 
speech was not heroics. Nor was it love for his cousin 
that inspired it, save in this : he had apotheosized Vir- 
ginia. To him she was the inspired goddess of the South, 
— his country. His admiration and affection had of late 
been laid upon an altar. Her ambition for him he felt 
was likewise the South’s ambition for him. 

His mother, Virginia’s aunt, felt this too, and strove 
against it with her feeble might. She never had had 
power over her son ; nor over any man, save the temporal 
power of beauty. And to her mortification she found her- 
self actually in fear of this girl who might have been her 
daughter. So in Virginia’s presence she became more 
trivial and petty than ever. It was her one defence. 

It had of course been a foregone conclusion that Clarence 
should join Company A. Few young men of family did 
not. And now he ran to Ms room to don for Virginia 
that glorious but useless full dress, — the high bearskin 
hat, the red pigeon-tailed coat, the light blue trousers, and 
the gorgeous, priceless shackle. Indeed, the boy looked 
stunning. He held his big rifle like a veteran, and his 
face was set with a high resolve there was no mistaking. 
The high color of her pride was on the cheek of the girl 
as he brought his piece to the salute of her, his mistress. 
And yet, when he wm gone, and she sat alone amid the 
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roses awaiting ■ him, came wilfully before her another 
face that was relentless determination, — the face of 
Stephen Brice, as he had stood before her in the suminer- 
house at Glencoe. . Strive as she might against the thought, 
deny it to herself and others, to Virginia Carvel his was 
become the face of the North. Her patriotism and all 
that was in her of race rebelled. To conquer that face 
she would have given her own soul, and Clarence’s. 
Angrily she had arisen and paced the garden walks, and 
cried out aloud that it was not inflexible. 

And now, by the car window, looking out over the end- 
less roll of the prairie, the memory of this was bitter within 
her. 

Suddenly she turned to her father. 

Did you rent our house at Glencoe ? she asked. 

No, Jinny.’’ 

‘‘I suppose Mr. Brice was too proud to accept it at 
your charitable rent, even to save Mr. Whipple’s life.” 

The Colonel turned to his daughter in mild surprise. 
She was leaning back on the seat, her eyes half closed. 

“Once you dislike a person, Jinny, you never get over 
it. I always had a fancy for the young man, and now I 
have a better opinion of him than ever before. It was I 
who insulted them by naming that rent.” 

“ What did he do ?” Virginia demanded. 

“ He came to my office yesterday morning. * Colonel 
Carvel,’ said he, ‘I hear you wish to rent your house.’ I 
said yes. ‘ You rented it once before, sir,’ said he. ‘ Yes,’ 
said I. ‘May I ask you what price you got for it?’ 
said he.” 

“ And what did you say ? ” she asked, leaning forward. 

“I told him,” said the Colonel, smiling. “But 1 
explained that I could not expect to command that price 
now on short notice. He replied that they would pay it, 
or not consider the place.” 

Virginia turned her head away and stared out over the 
fields. -....v.'- 

“ How could they afford it I ” she murmured. 

“ Mr, Brinsmada tells me that young Brice won rather 
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a remarkable case last winter, and since then bn<5 c 
practice. And that he writes for tlm 
lieve he declined some sort of an editoSSHL ^ 
ferring to remain at the law.” position, pre- 

prlst^tiy.®" W iato the house?” she asked 

H05 said the Colonel. Whipple refiispri nniii-f ki ■, 1 

O go to the country. He said that he would be shirkins^ 
the only work of his life likely to be worth anvthint ^ s! 
the Brices remain in town.” ■^nytning. So 

Colonel Carvel sighed. But Virginia said nothing. 


CHAPTER X 


EICHTEB’S SCAR 

This was the summer when Mr. Stephen Brice began 
to make his appearance in public. The very first was 
rather encouraging than otherwise, although they were 
not all so. It was at a little town on the outskirts of 
the city where those who had come to scoff and jeer 
remained to listen. 

In writing that speech Stephen had striven to hear in 
mind a piece of advice which Mr. Lincoln had given him: 
** Speak so that the lowest may understand, and the rest 
will have no trouble.” And it had worked. At the halting 
lameness of the beginning an egg was thrown, — fortunately 
wide of the mark. After this incident Stephen fairly 
astonished his audience, — especially an elderly gentleman 
who vSat on a cracker-box in the rear, out of sight of the 
stand. This may liave been Judge Whipple, although we 
have no proof of the fact. 

Stephen himself would not have claimed originality for 
that speech. He laughs now when it is spoken of, and 
calls it a boyish effort, which it was. I have no doubt 
that many of the master’s phrases slipped in, as young Mr. 
Brice could repeat most of the Debates, and the Cooper 
Union speech by heart. He had caught more than the 
phrasing, however. So imbued was he with the spnrit of 
Al)]*aham Lincoln tliat his hearers caught it ; and that was 
the end of the rotten eggs and the cabbages. The event 
is to be especially noted because they crowded around 
Mm afterward to ask questions. ' For one thing, he' had, 
not mentioned abolition. Wasn’t .it true, then, that this 
Lincoln wished to tear the negro from his master, give 
Mm a vote and a subsidy, and set him up as the equal of 
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.the maa, that owned him? ^ ^‘Slavery may stay where it, 
is, cried the yoaag orator. .. '‘‘If it iS' content there, so are 
we' content. . What we say is that it shall. not g'o one., step' 
farther. No, not one inch into a northern territory.'^ 

■On the next occasion Mr, Brice was one of the orators 
at a much larger meeting in a garden in South St, Louis. 

■ The audience was mostly German. And this was even a 
happier ■event, inasmuch as Mr. Brice was able to trace 
with, some skill the history of the Fatherland from the 
Napoleonic .wars to its Revolution. ' Incidentally lie. told 
them why they had emigrated to this great and free coun- 
try. And when in an inspired moment he coupled the 
names of Abraham Lincoln and Father Jalin, the very 
leaves of the trees above them trembled at their cheers. 

And afterwards there was a long-remembered supper 
in the moonlit grove with Richter and a party of his col- 
lege friends from Jena. There was Herr Tiefel with the 
little Dresden-blue eyes, red and round and jolly; and 
Hauptmann, long and thin and sallow ; and Korner, red- 
bearded and ponderous ; and Kdnig, a little clean-cut man 
with a blond mustache that j)ointed upward. They 
clattered their steins on the table and sang wonderful 
Jena songs, while Stephen was lifted up and his soul 
carried off to far-away Saxony, — to the clean little Uni- 
versity town with its towers and crooked streets. And 
when they sang the Volksmelodie^ Bemooster Bursehe zieK 
uh au%^ — Ade ! ’’ a big tear rolled down the scar on Richter’s 
cheek. 

“ Fahrt woM, ihr Strassen grad und Jcrumm ! 

Ich ziefC nicht mehr in eucli heruniy 
Durchton euch nicht mehr mit Gesang, 

Mii Larm nicht mehr und Sporenkla7ig'* 

As the deep tones died away, the soft night was steeped 
in the sadness of that farewell song. It was Richter who 
brought the full force of it home to Stephen. 

Do you recall the day you left your Harvard, and your 
Boston, my friend ? ” he asked. 

Stephan only nodded. He had never spoken of the 


BICHTEit^S SCAB 


207 


bitterness of that, even to his mother. And here was the 
difference between the Saxon and the Anglo-Saxon. 

Richter smoked his pipe ’mid dreamy silence, the tears 
still wet upon his face. 

Tiefel and I were at the University together,” he said 
at length. “He remembers the day I left Jena for good 
and all. Ah, Stephen, that is the most pathetic thing in 
life, next to leaving the Fatherland. We dine with oor 
student club for the last time at the Burg Keller^ b* dingy 
little tavern under a grim old house, but very dear to us. 
We swear for the last time to be clean and honorable and 
patriotic, and to die for the Fatherland, if God so wills. 
And then we inarch at the head of a slow procession out 
of the old West Gate, two and two, old members first, then 
the fox major and the foxes,” 

“ The foxes ?” Stephen interrupted. 

“The youngsters — the freshmen, you call them,” an- 
swered Eichter, smiling. 

“And after the foxes,” said Herr Tiefel, taking np the 
story, “after the foxes comes the empty carriage, with its 
gay postilion and four. It is like a long funeral. And every 
man is chanting that song. And so we go slowly until we 
come to the Oil Mill Tavern, where we have had many a 
sehlager-bout with the aristocrats. And the president of 
our society makes his farewell speech under the vines, and 
we drink to yon with all the honors. And we drank to 
you, Cal'!, renowned swordsman!” And Herr Tiefel, 
carried away by the recollection, rose to his feet. 

The others caught fire, and stood up with their mugs 
high in the air, shouting: — • 

wohl^ Oarl! Lebe wohl! Salamander^ salamander^ 
mlamander! Mn ut ein^ zwei ist zwe% drei ist drei! Lebe 
wM/”- 

^And so they toasted every man present, even Stephen 
himself, whom they complimented on his speech.- And' he 
soon learned to cry Salamander^ ^nd to rub his mug on the 
table, German fashion.. He was not long in discovering 
that Richter was not merely a prime favorite with Ms 
companions, but likewise a person of some political impor- 
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tance in Soutli St, Louis. In the very midst of their 
merriment an elderly man whom Stephen recognized as 
one of the German leaders (he afterwards became a 
United States general) came and stood smiling by the 
table and joined in the singing. But presently he carried 
Richter away with him. 

What a patriot he would have made, had our country 
been spared to us ! ” exclaimed Herr Kdnig. “ I think he 
was the best man with ^eSchldger that Jena ever saw. 
Even Korner likes not to stand against him in mask and 
fencing hat, all padded. Eh, Rudolph ? ” 

Herr Korner gave a good-natured growl of assent. 

I have still a welt that he gave me a month since,” he 
said, He has left his mark on many an aristocrat.” 

And why did you always fight the aristocrats ? ” 
Stephen asked. 

They all tried to tell him at once, but Tiefel prevailed. 

Because they were for making our country Austrian, 
my friend,” he cried. Because they were overbearing, 
and ground the poor. Because the most of them were 
immoral like the French, and we knew that it must be by 
morality and pure living that our Vaterland was to be res- 
cued. And so we formed our guilds in opposition to theirs. 
We swore to live by the standards of the great Jahn, of 
whom you spoke. We swore to strive for the freedom of 
Germany with manly courage. And when we were not 
duelling with the nobles, we had among our- 

selves.” 

Broadswords ? ” exclaimed Stephen, in amazement. 
wohl^'' answered Korner, puffing heavily. The slit in 
his nose was plain even in the moonlight. ‘‘To keep our 
hands in, as you would say. You Americans are a brave 
people — without the ScJduger, But we fought that we 
might not become effete.” 

it was then that Stephen ventured to ask a question that 
had been long burning witbin him. 

“See here, Mr. Korner,” said he, “how did Richter come 
by that scar? He always gets red when I mention it. He 
wH never tell me.” 
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' Ah, I can, well believe that,” answered Korner. ' I will 
recount that niatter, — if you do not tell Carl, lieher Freund. 
He would not forgive' me. I was there in Berlin at the 
time. . It was a famous time. Tiefel will bear me out.”, ■ 
said ■ Tiefel, eagerly. 

^^Mr. Brice,” Herr Korner continued,. “has never heard of 
the Count von Kalbach. No, of course. We at Jena had, 
and all Germany. : Many of .us of the Bwnehemeliaft will 
bear to the grave the marks of hisSehldger. Von Kalbach 
went to Bonn, that university of the aristocrats, where he 
was worshipped. When he came to Berlin with his sister, 
crowds would ■ gather to look at them. They were like 
Wodan and Freya. Bonner F'' exclaimed Herr Korner, 
“there, is something in blood, when all is said. He .was 
as straight and strong as an oak of the Black Forest, and 
slie as fair as a poplar. It is so with the Pomeranians. 

It was in the year ’47, wdien Carl Richter was gone 
home to Berlin before his last umester^ to see his father. 
One fine morning von Kalbach rode in at the Branden- 
burg gate on a great black stallion. He boasted openly 
that day that none of the despised JBursehenschaft dare 
stand tefore him. And Carl Richter took up the chal- 
lenge. Before night all Berlin had heard of the temerity 
of the young Liberal of the Jena JBursahensehaft To our 
shame be it said, we who knew and loved Carl likewise 
feared for him. 

“ Carl chose for his second Ebhardt, a man of our own 
Germanian. Club at Jena, since killed in the Breite 
Strmm. And if you will believe me, my friend, I tell you 
that Richter came to the glade at daybreak smoking Ms 
pipe* The place was filled, the nobles on one vside and the 
Bursehensehaft on the other, and the sun coming up over 
the trees. Richter would not listen to any of us, not even 
tlie surgeon. He would not have the silk wound on his 
arm, nor the padded breeches, nor the neck covering. 
Nothing! So Ebhardt put on his gauntlets and peaked 
cap, and his apron with the device of the Gerraanians. 

“There stood the Count in his white shirt in the pose of 
a statue. And when it was ■, seen' that Richter likewise had 
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no protectioBj but was calmly smoking the little short pipe 
with a charred bowl, a hush fell upon all. At the sight of 
the pipe von Ealbach ground his heel in the turf, and 
when the word was given he rushed at Richter like a wild 
beast. You, my friend, who have never heard the whistle 
oi sh.M'p Soklaffer cannot know the song which a skilled 
arm draws from the blade. It was music that morning. 
You should have seen the noble’s mighty strokes — jPrm 
und Second und Terz und Quart, You would have marked 
how Richter met him at every blow. Von Kalbach never 
once took his eyes from the blue smoke from the bowl. 
He was terrible in his fury, and I shiver now to think how 
we of the BimeJiemchaft trembled when we saw that our 
champion was driven back a step, and then another. You 
must know that it is a lasting disgrace to be forced over 
one’s own line. It seemed as if we could not bear the 
agony. And then, while we counted out the last seconds 
of the half, came a snap like that of a whip’s lash, — 
and the bowl of Richter’s pipe lay smouldering on the 
grass. The noble had cut the stem as clean as it were 
a sapling twig, and there stood Richter with the piece still 
clenched in his teeth, his eyes ablaze, and his cheek run- 
ning blood. He pushed the surgeon away when he came 
forward with his needles. The Count was smiling as he 
put up his sword, his friends crowding around him, when 
Ebhardt cried out that his man could fight the second 
memur,, — though the wound was three needles long. Then 
Kalbach cried aloud that he would kill him. But he 
had not seen Carl’s eyes. Something was in them that 
made us think as we washed the cut. But when we spoke 
to him he said nothing. Nor could we force the pipe stem 
from his teeth. 

Bonner Sehoch!^^ exclaimed Herr Korner, but rever- 
ently, ‘‘if I live to a hundred I never hope to see such 
a sight as that Memur, The word was given. The Selildger 
flew 80 fast that we only saw the light and heard the ring 
alone. Before we of the Burschenschaft knew what had 
happened the Count von Kalbach was over his line and had 
^ flung his ScMager into a great tree, and was striding from 
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the place- with liuiig-and the tears streaming down 

his lace*^’ 

Amid a silence, Herr Eorner lifted his -great mug and 
emptied it slowly. . A . wind, was rising, bearing with it 
song and laughter from, distant groups, — ..Teutonic song and 
laughter. The moonlight trembled through the .shifting 
leaves. And Stepheii was filled with a sense of the marveh 
lous. It was as if this fierce duel, soTull of national sig- 
nificance to a German, had been fought in another existence. 
It was incredible to him that the unassuming lawyer lie 
knew, so 'wholly Americanized, had been the hero of it. 
Strange, indeed, that the striving life of these leaders of a 
European Revolution had been suddenly cut off in its 
vigor. Tl'iere came to Stephen- a flash of that woiid-com- 
preliensioii which marks great statesmen. Was it not with 
a divine purpose tliat this measureless force of patriotism 
and high ideal had been given to this youngest of the 
nations, that its high mission might be fulfilled ? ' 

Miss Russell heard of , Stephen’s speeches. ., She and her 
brothers and Jack Brinsmade used to banter him when he 
came a-visiting in Belief oritaine Road. The time was not 
yet come when neighbor stared, coldly upon neighbor, when 
friends of long standing' passed each other with averted 
looks. It wms not even a -.wild dream that white-trash 
Lincoln would be elected. ' And so. Mr. Jack, who made 
speeches for Breckinridge in the 'face of Miv . Brins- 
made’s Union leanings, laughed at Stephen when he 
came to spend the night. He joined forces with Puss in 
making clever fun of the booby Dutch, which Stephen was 
wise enough to take good-naturedly. But once or twice 
wlien he met Clarence Colfax at these houses he was aware 
of a decided change in the attitude, of that young gentle- 
man. This troubled him more than ^ he cared to admit.: 
For he liked Clarence, who reminded -him of Virginia — at 
once a pleasure and a pain. 

It is no harm to admit -(for the . bene,fit of the Society 
for Piwchical Research) that- Stephen still .dreamed of 
her. He would go about his work absently all the mom- 
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ing with the dream still in his h( 
near him that he could not belie- 
Russell said. 

tul to keep him informed i ■ ' 

Sf ^ natural 

Cm-leh^ ^ave 

How needless!. ‘ 
never mentioned Stephen, 
pains to record the fact 
^lack Republican meetin 
won to this part of i.Pa 


girl so vividly 
* travelling in 

as to her whereabouts. Stephen 
supposition on their part 
an interest in Virginia 

Y'^’g^inia in her correspondence 
although Puss in her letters toS 

addressed a 
^ Miss Carvel paid no atten- 

Her concern 
la did not hide. Anne wrote 
■ ngors of that camDaiP'n 


CHAPTER XI 


HOW A FEINCE CAME 

Who has not heard of the St. Lonis Agricultural Fair? 
And what memories of its October days the mere mention 
of it brings back to us who knew that hallowed place as 
children. There was the vast wooden amphitheatre where 
mad trotting races were run ; where stolid cattle walked, 
past the Chinese pagoda in the middle circle, and shook 
the blue ribbons on their horns. But it was underneath 
the tiers of seats (the whole way around the ring) that the 
chief attractions lay hid. These were the church booths, 
where fried oysters and sandwiches and cake and white 
candy and ice-cream were sold by your mothers and sisters 
for cfmrity. These ladies wore white aprons as they waited 
on the burly farmers. And toward the close of the day 
for which they had volunteered they became distracted. 
Christ Churcli had a booth, and St. George’s; and Dr. 
Thayer’s, Unitarian, where Mrs. Brice might be found ; 
and Mr. Davitt’s, conducted by Mr. Eliphalet Hopper on 
strictly business principles ; and the Roman Catholic Cathe- 
dral, w’'here Miss Renault and other young ladies of French 
descent presided; and Dr. Posthelwaite’s, Presbyterian, 
which we shall come to presently. And others, the whole 
way around the ring. 

Tliere is one Fair which old St. Louisans still delight to 
recall, — that of the autumn of 1860. Think for a minute. 
You will remember that Virginia Carvel came back from 
Europe, and made quite a stir in a, town where all who 
%vere worth knowing were intimates. Stephen caught a 

f limpse of her on the street,' received a distant bow, and 
reamed of her that night. Mr. Eliphalet Hopper, in his 
Sunday suit, was at , the ferry to pay his respects to the 
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booths, stared until his eyes watered. A great throng, 
peered into _the eoyered way, kept clear for his Royal 
Highness and suite, and for the prominent gentlemen who 
accompanied them. And when the Prince was seen to 
turn to His Grace, the Duke of Newcastle, and the stib- 
scription was forthcoming, a great cheer shook the hiiild- 
ing, while Virginia and the young ladies with her bowed 
and blushed and smiled. Colonel Carvel, who was a 
Director, laid his hand paternally on the bine coat of the 
young Prince. Reversing all precedent, he presented his 
Royal Highness to his daughter and to the other young 
ladies. It was done with the easy grace of a Southern 
gentleman. Whereupon Lord Renfrew boVed and smiled 
too, and stroked his mustache, which was a habit he had, 
and so fell naturally into the ways of Democracy. 

Miss Puss Russell, who has another name, and whose 
hair is now white, will tell you how Virginia carried off 
the occasion with credit to her country. 

It is safe to say that the Prince forgot “ Silver Heels ” 
and Royal Oak,^’ although they had been trotted past 
the Pagoda only that morning for his delectation. He 
had forgotten his Honor the Mayor, who had held fast 
to the young man’s arm as the four coal-black horses had 
pranced through the crowds all the way from Barnuxa’s 
Hotel to the Fair Grounds. His Royal Highness forgot 
himself still further, and had at length withdrawn his 
hands from the pockets of his ample pantaloons and thrust 
his thumbs into his yellow waistcoat. And who shall 
blame him if Miss Virginia’s replies to his sallies enchained 
him? ' , , , 

Not the least impressive of those who stood by, smiling, 
was the figure of the tall Colonel, his hat off for once, and 

f ride written on his face. Oh, that his dear wife might 
ave lived to see, this ! ' 

What was said in that historic interview with a future 
Sovereign of England, far from his royal palaces, on 
Democratic sawdust, with an American Beauty across a 
board counter, was immediately recorded by the Colonel, 
together with an exact description of his Royal Highness’s 
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apologeticallj at the few gentlemen of the royal suite who 
glanced Ms way. ' . ' ■ 

His Royal Highness then proceeded to luiiolieoii, which 
is described. by a, most amiable Canadian correspondent 
who sent to his newspaper an account of it that I cannot 
forbear to copy. Yon may believe what he says, or not, 
just as you choose : So interested was his Royal Highness 
in the proceedings that he stayed in the ring three and 
a half hours witnessing these trotting matches. He was 
invited to take lunch in a little wooden shanty prepared 
for the Directors, to which he accordingly repaired, bnt 
whether he got anything to eat or not, I cannot tell. 
After much trouble he forced his way to the table, which 
he found siirroiinded by a lot of ravenous animals. And 
upon some half dozen huge dishes were piled slices of 
beef, mutton, and buffalo tongue; beside them were great 
Jugs of lager beer, rolls of bread, and plates of a sort of 
cabbage cut into thin shreds, raw, and mixed with vinegar. 
There were neither salt spoons nor mustard spoons, the 
knives the gentlemen were eating with serving in their 
stead; and, by the aid of nature’s forks, the slices of beef 
and mutton were transferred to the plates of those who 
desired to eat. While your correspondent stood looking 
at the spectacle, the Duke of Newcastle came in, and he 
sat looking too. He was evidently trying to look demo- 
cratic, but could not manage it. By his side stood a man 
urging him to try the lager beer, and cabbage also, I sup- 
pose. Henceforth, let the New York Aldermen who gave 
to the Turkish Ambassador ham sandwiches and bad sherry 
rest in peace.” 

Even that great man whose memory we love and revere, 
Charles Dickens, was not overkind to us, and saw our 
faults rather than our virtues. We were a nation of grass- 
hoppers, and spat tobacco from early morning until late at 
night. This some of us undoubtedly did, to our shame be 
it said. And when Mr, D,ic.kens went down the Ohio, 
early in the ’40’s, he complained of the men and women 
he met ; who, bent with care, bolted through silent meals, 
and retired within their, cabins, . Mr. Dickens saw our 
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■ HOW A mmcm GAME ' 

first day he had come to St. Louis the wires of their lives 
■had crossed,' and since then had crossed many times agaiii^ 
always with a spark. By the might of generations she 
was one thing, and , he another. '- They were separated by 
a vast and ever-widening breach only to be closed by, the 
blood and ' bodies of a million of their countrymen. And 
yet he dreamed of her. 

Gradually, charmed like the simple people about him, 
Stephen became lost in the fascination of the scene. Sud- 
denly confronted at a booth in a public fair with the -heir 
to the English throne, who but one of her own kind might 
have carried it off so well, have been so complete a mistress 
of herself? 'Since, save for a. heightened color, Virginia 
gave no sign of, excitement. Undismayed, forgetful of the. 
admiriiig crowd, unconscious of their stares until— until 
the very .strength of his gaze ' had compelled, her own. 
Such had been the prophecy within him. ■ Nor did he. 
wonder, because, in that, multitude of faces, her eyes had 
flown so straightly homeward to, his. 

. .'With. a rough effort that made an angry stir, Stephen' 
flung the people .aside and escap.e.d, the astonished Richter, 
following ill his wake. Nor could the'honest German dis- 
suade him from going back to the office for the. rest of the , 
day, or discover what had. happened. . 

But all through the afternoon, that scene was painted on 
the pages of .Stephen’s books. . .The crude -booth.' in the 
darkened way. ■ The free pose of the girl standing in front 
of her companions,, a blue wisp of autumn sunlight falling ' 
at her feet. The young Prince laughing at her sallies, and 
the elderly gentleman smiling with benevolence upon the, 
pair* 
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away, followed closely by the ‘‘Independent Broom 
Rangers/’ “The shouts for Douglas,” remarked a keen 
observer who was present, “must have penetrated Abra- 
hain’s bosom at Springfield.” ■ 

Mr. Jacob Ciuyme, who had been a Bell and Everett 
man until that day, was not the only person of promi- 
nence converted. After the speech he assured the Judge 
that he was now undergoing the greatest pleasure of liis 
life ill meeting the popular orator, the true representative 
man of the Great West, the matured statesman, and the 
able advocate of national principles. And although Mr. 
Douglas looked as if he had heard something of the kind 
before, he pressed Mr. Cluyme’s hand warmly. 

So was the author of Popular Sovereignty, “ the great 
Bulwark of American Independence,” escorted to the 
Court House steps, past houses of his stanch supporters, 
which were illuminated in his honor. Stepjhen, wedged 
among the people, remarked that the Judge had lost none 
of his self-confidence since that day at hTeeport. Who, 
seeing the Democratic candidate smiling and bowing to 
the audience that blocked the wide square, would guess 
that the Question troubled him at all, or that he missed 
the votes of the solid South? How gravely the Judge 
listened to the eulogy of the prominent citizen, who re- 
minded him that his work was not yet finished, and that 
he still was harnessed to the cause of the people ! And 
how happy was the choice of that word harnesud! 

The Judge had heard (so he said) with deep emotion 
the remaiks of the chairman. Then followed one of those 
masterful speeches which wove a spell about those who 
listened, — which, like the most popular of novels, moved 
to laughter and to tears, to anger and to pity. Mr. Brice 
and Mr Richter were not the only Black Republicans who 
were depressed that night. And they trudged homeward 
with the wild enthusiasm still ringing in their ears, heavy 
with the thought that the long, hot campaign of their own 
Wide-Awakes' mi^ht be in vain.^ /■ . 

They had a grim reproof from Judge Whipple in the 
moming. 



222 


the CEISIS 


.irS’S,*”’ ^ "igK” wa. 

not interf^n'witirS'egayeties^'^Th election did 

Brice ™ „1tiryiLTlIS:'fr”“ 

'"if wacT'?!,-”'? wSmfnISm '‘’■ 

notion of Lrin", Ml in^coftame ‘““i ‘l-e 

reL to NicoCts riru^to 

“ Whom have you invited /nne"’’ 

Anne ran over the W lkT .f i demanded, 
there was one name she omitted. acquaintance, but 

“gly, when s™ had‘*finishU! Virginia, search- 

Aline looked mystified. 

«But-''{® ®™e. Jinny,” she said. 

witrrhl7S^^^^ evlJy^h^e I go"^“ lV° 

dignity, ho weTOr, an7Syc5^if^^^^ She had 

friend. pmnty ot it. And she was a loyal 

v5Lt7erted"!n‘the“Sl™| ’^-pni,.- 

on the floor. ^ tapped her foot 

“ wrt^c« ;Xw°SfrSs? r 

they are not conte?iUn trvino-^to f “®- "^“d 

Ihey must spoil our pleLJref too.^®^ “ 

spoils no one’s pleasure^ and^”^^^’” ®’”®f®^®d Anne. “ He 
asked.” ”0 place that he is ^t 

man, tJie^ few°ti^s^[hft a gentle- 

to encounter him,” Virginia Sorted enough 


INTO WHICH A POTENTATE GOMES 


223 


You. are the only one who says so, then.” Here the 
feminine got the bettm^ of Anne’s prudence, and she added : 

I .saw yon waltz with him once, Jinny Carvel, and I am 
sure you never enjoyed a dance as much in your life-” 

. Virginia blushed purple. 

‘tAnne Brinsmade!” she cried. “'You may have your 
ball,, and your Yankees, ail of them you want. But I 
shan’t come. How I wish I had never seen that horrid 
Stephen Brice! Then you would never have insulted 

me. 

Virginia rose and snatched her riding- whip. This was 
too much for Anne. She threw her arms around her friend 
without more ado. 

“ Don’t quarrel with me, Jinny,” she said tearfully. I 
couldn’t bear it. He — Mr. Brice is not coming, I am 
sure.” 

Virginia disengaged herself. 

“'He is not coming ? ” 

“No,” said Anne. “You asked me if he was invited. 
And I was going on to tell you that he could not come.” 

She stopped, and stared at Virginia in bewilderment. 
That young lady, instead of beaming, had turned her back. 
She stood flicking her whip at the window, gazing out over 
the trees, down the slope to the liver. Miss Russell might 
have interpreted these things. Simple Anne ! 

“ Why isn’t he coming?” said Virginia, at last. 

“Because he is to be one of the speakers at a big meet- 
ing that night. Have you seen him since you got home. 
Jinny? He is thinner than he was. We are much wor- 
ried about Mm, because he has worked so hard this 
summer.” 

“A Black Republican meeting!” exclaimed Virginia, 
scornfully ignoring the rest of what was said. “ Then 111 
come, Anne dear,” she cried, tripping the length of the 
room. “ I’ll come as Titania. ' Who will you be ? ” 

She cantered off down the drive and out of the gate, 
leaving a very puzzled young woman watching her from 
the window. But when Virginia reached the forest at the- 
bend of the road, she pulled , her horse down - to a walk' 
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way among the" people on Fourth Street. She waved her 
hand to Mm, and called to Nicodemus to pull , up at the 
sidewalk.. 

We are all so sorry that you are not coming,” said she, 
impnlsively. And there she stopped short. For Anne was 
a sincere person, and remembered Virginia. “ That is, I 
am so sorry,” she added, a little hastily. Stephen, I saw 
tlie portrait of your grandfather, and I wanted you to come 
in his costume.” 

Steplien, smiling down on her, said nothing. And poor 
Anne, in her fear that he had perceived the shade in her 
meaning, made another unfortunate remark. 

“ If you were not a — a Republican — ” she said. 

“ A Black Republican,” he answered, and laughed at 
her discomfiture. What then ? ” 

Anna was very red. 

I only meant that if you were not a Republican, there 
would be no meeting to address that night.” 

*‘It does not make any difference to you what my poli- 
tics are, does it?” he asked, a little earnestly. 

Oh, Stephen ! ” she exclaimed, in gentle reproof. 

” Some people discarded me,” he said, striving to 
smile. 

She wondered whether he meant Virginia, and whether 
he cared. Still further embarrassed, she said something 
which she regretted immediately. 

‘‘ Couldn’t you contrive to come ? ” 

He considered. 

I will come, after the meeting, if it is not too late,” he 
said at length. ‘‘ But you must not tell any one.” 

Hp lifted his hat, and hurried on, leaving Anne in a 
quandary. She wanted him. But what was she to say to 
Virginia? Virginia was coming on the condition that he 
was not to be there. And Anne was scrupulous. 

Steplien, too, was almost instantly sorry that he had" 
promised. The little costumer’s shop (the only one in 
the city at that time) had been ransacked for the occa- ^ 
gion, and nothing was left to fit him. But when v4e 
reached home there was a strong smell of camphor in Ms 
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mother’s room. Colonel Brice’s cocked hat and sword 
and spurs lay on the bed, and presently Hester brought 
in the blue coat and buif waistcoat from the kitchen, 
where she had been pressing them. Stephen must needs 
yield to his mother’s persuasions and try them on — they 
were more than a passable fit. But there were the 
breeches and cavalry boots to be thought of, and the 
ruffled shirt and the powdered wig. So before tea he 
hurried down to the costumer’s again, not quite sure that 
he was not making a fool of himself, and yet at last suffi- 
ciently entered into the spirit of the thing. The coat was 
mended and freshened. And when after tea he dressed 
in the character, his appearance was so striking that his 
mother could not refrain from some little admiration. As 
for Hester, she was in transports. Stephen was human, 
and young. But still the frivolity of it all troubled him. 
He had inherited from Colonel Wilton Brice, the Puritan, 
other things beside clothes. And he felt in his heart as 
he walked soberly to the hall that this was no time for 
fancy dress balls. All intention of going was banished by 
the time his turn had come' to speak. 

But mark how certain matters are beyond us. Not car- 
ing to sit out the meeting on the platform, he made his way 
down the side of the crowded hall, and ran into (of all 
people) big Tom Catherwood. As the Southern Rights 
politics of the Catherwood family were a matter of note in 
the city, Stephen did not attempt to conceal his astonish- 
ment. Tom himself was visibly embarrassed. He con- 
gratulated Stephen on his speech, and volunteered the 
news that he had come in a spirit of fairness to hear what 
the intelligent leaders of the Republican party, such as 
Judge Whipple, had to say. After that he fidgeted. Birc 
the sight of him started in Stephen a train of thought that 
closed his eare for once to the Judge’s words. He had 
had before a huge liking for Tom. Now he admired him, 
for it was no light courage that took one of his position 
there. And Stephen remembered that Tom was not risk- 
ing merely the displeasure of his family and his friends, 
but likewise something of greater value than either. Prom 
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CHAPTER XIII 

■ AT MB. BEIKSMADE’S GATE 

The eastern side of the ■ Brinsmade house ■ is almost 
wholly taken up by the big drawing-room where Anne 
gave her fancy-dress ball. From the windows might be 
seen, through the trees in the grounds, the Father of 
Waters below. But the room ivS gloomy now, that once 
was gay, and a heavy coat of soot is spread on the porch at 
the back, wliere the apple blossoms still fall thinly in the 
spring. The huge black town has coiled about the place. 
The garden still struggles on, but the giants of the forest 
are dying and dead. Bellefontaine Road itself, once the 
drive of fashion, is no more. Trucks and cars crowd the 
streets which follow its once rural windings, and gone 
forever are those comely wooded hills and green pastures, 
— save in the memory of those who have been spared 
to dream. 

Still the old house stands, begrimed but stately, rebuk- 
ing the sordid life around it. Still come into it the Brins- 
mades to marriage and to death. Five and sixty years are 
gone since Mr. Calvin Brinsmade took his bride there. 
They sat on the porch in the morning light, harking to 
the whistle of the quail in the corn, and watching the 
frightened deer scamper across the open. Do you see the 
bride in her high-waisted gown, and Mr. Calvin in his 
stock and his blue tail-coat and brass buttons? 

Old people will tell you of the royal hospitality then, of 
the famous men and women who promenaded under those 
chandeliers, and sat down to the game-laden table. In 
1835 General Atkinson and his officers thought nothing 
of the twenty miles from Jefferson Barracks below, nor of 
dancing all night with the Louisville belles, who were Mrs. 
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Brmsmade%, guests, . Thither came Miss ■ Todd of : Ken- 
: tiicky, lorig. foore she thought of taking, for a husband 
that rude .man of the people, Abraham Lincoln. . For- 
eigners, of 'distinction fell in love with the place, with its 
^ ' open-hearted master and mistress, and wrote of it in their 
' journals. Would that many of our countrymen, who think 
of the West as rough, might have known the quality of the 
Bri,nsmades and, their neighbors ! 

An era of charity, of golden simplicity, was passing on 
that October night of Anne Brirismade’s ball Those who 
made merry there were soon to be driven and scattered 
before the winds of war; to die at Wilson’s Creek, or 
Shiloh, or to be spared for heroes of the Wilderness. Som© 
were to eke out a life of widowhood in poverty. All were 
to live soberly, chastened by what they had seen. A fear 
knocked at Colonel Carvei’s heart as he stood watching 
the bright figures. 

Brinsmade,” he said, you remember this room in 
May, ’46?” 

Mr. Briiismade, startled, turned upon him quickly. 

“Why, Colonel, you have read my very thoughts,” he 
said. “ Some of those who were here then are — are still 
in Mexico.” 

“And some who came home, Brinsmade, blamed God 
because they had not fallen,” said the Colonel. 

“ Hush, Comyn, His will be done,” he answered ; 
has left a daugliter to comfort you.” 

Unconsciously their eyes sought Virginia. In her gown 
of faded primrose and blue with its quaint stays and short 
sleeves, she seemed to have caught the very air of the 
decorous century to which it belonged. She was standing 
against one of the pilasters at the side of the room, laugh- 
ing demurely at the antics of Becky Sharp and Sir John 
Falstaff, — Miss ' Puss Russell and Mr. Jack' Brinsmade, : 
respectively. 

Mr. Tennyson’s “Idylls” having appeared but, the 
before, Anne was dressed . as 'Elaine,' a part which 
suited her very well. It was strange indeed to see her 
waltang with Daniel Boone (Mr. "Clarence Colfax) in' 
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’«^ent as Marie Antoinette 
Tall Maude Oatherwood was most imposing as Rebecca 
and her brother George made a towering Friar Tuck* 
Even little fifteen-year-old Spencer Oatherwood, the con- 
tradiction of the family, was there. He went as the 

hTnidd*^^^/ atout with his hands be- 

“ and his brows thoughtfully contracted. 

liie Indian summer night was mild. It was at the 
verytheight of the festivities that Dorothy CaJvel and 
making their way together to the 
porch when the giant gate-keeper of Kenilworth Castle 
came stalking up the steps out of the darkness, brandish 

Z and even 

the doug:^y Daniel gave back a step. 

lom Oatherwood ! How dare you? You frie-htened 
me nearly to death.” • on iri|,atened 

moaSr 

“wherT llear*d a meeting” said honest Tom, 

yo^S.^' ^ a friend ol 

Virginia tossed her head. 

o/i!i better employed,” said she and 

“a? 

“How about Judge Whipple?” said Tom. 

avfr tarSir." 

“No/’ said Tom, ‘‘I meant — ” 

ce, when 

He meant that Yankee, Stephen Brice,” answered 
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¥irgMa, langtiidlj. “I am so tired of hearing* about 

Mm.”. ' 

am I,” .said Clarence, with a fervor by . no means 
false. ‘‘By George, I think he will make a .Black Re- 
publican out of Tom, if he. keeps on. Puss .and Jack have 
been talking about him all summer, until I am out of 
patience. I reckon he has brains. But suppose he has 
addressed fifty Lincoln meetings, as they say, is that any 
reason for making much of him ? I should not have him 
at Bellegarde. I am surprised that Mr. Russell allows Mm 
ill Ills house. I can see why Anne likes him.” 

“Why?” 

“He is on the Brinsmade charity list.” 

“He is not on their charity list, nor on any other,” said 
'Virginia, quickly. “ Stephen Brice is the last person who 
would submit to chaiitj^” 

“ And you are the last person who I supposed would 
stand up for him,” cried her cousin, surprised and 
nettled. 

There was an instant’s silence. 

“ I want to be fair, Max,” she said quietly. “ Pa offered 
tliemour Glencoe House last summer at a low price, and they 
insisted on paying what Mr. Edwards gave five years ago, 
— or nothing. Yon know that I detest a Yankee as much 
as you do,” she continued, indignation growing in her 
voice. “ I did not come out here with you to be insulted.” 

With her hand on the rail, she made as if to rise. Clar- 
ence was perforce mollified. 

“ Don’t go, Jinny,” he said beseechingly. “ I didn’t 
mean to make you angry — ” 

“ I can’t see why you should always be dragging in this 
Mr. Brice,” she said, almost tearfully. (It will not do 
to pause now and inquire Into Virginia’s logic.) “ I came 
out to hear what you had to tell me.” 

“Jinny, I have been made second lieutenant of Com- 
p.any A.” 

“ Oh, Max, I am so glad I ' I am, so proud of you I” 

“I suppose that you liave'heard the result of the Octo- 
ber elections, Jinny,” 
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“Ever since I have known what love is I have loved 
yon. Jinny. It was so when we climbed the cherry trees 
at Bellegarde. ' And yon loved me then — -I know yon 
did. , Yon loved me -when I went 'East^ to school at the 
Military Institute. But it has, not been the same of late,” 
he faltered. “ Something has happened. I felt it first on 
that day yon rode out to Bellegarde when yon said that my 
life was of no use. Jinny, I don’t ask iiiucli. I am con- 
tent to prove myself. War is coming, and we shall have 
to free ourselves from Yankee insolence. It is what we 
have both wished for. When I am a general, will you 
marry me ? ” 

For a wavering instant she might have thrown herself 
into liis outstretched arms. Why not, and have done with 
sickening doubts? Perhaps her hesitation hung on the 
very lioyisliness of his proposal. "Perhaps the revelation 
that she did not then fathom' was .that he had - not devel- 
oped since those cliildisli days. But even while she held, 
bacjk, came the beat of hoofs on the gravel below .them, ^ 
and one of the Bellegarde servants rode into the. light pour- 
ing through the open door. ' He called for Ms .master. , 

Clarence muttered his dismay as.he followed his cousin 
to the steps. 

“ What is it ? ” asked Virginia, alarmed. . ^ ' . 

' “ Nothing ; ■ I forgot to sign the deed to the Elleardsville 
property, and Worington wants it to-night.” Catting 
short Sambo’s explanations,. Clarence vaulted on the horse. 
Virginia was at.. Ms stirrup. ■ Leaning . over in the saddle, ; 
he whispered : “ Pll be back, in a quarter of an hoar. 
Will you wait.? ” . . 

“ Yes,” she said, SO' that he . barely heard, 

“Here?” 

She nodded. 

He was away at a gallop, leaving ■ Virginia standing 
bareheaded to the night, alone. ' A Bpring of pity, of 
affection for Clarence suddenly: welled' up' " within her. 
There came again something of ' her old . admiration for 
a boy, impetuous and lovable, who had tormented and 
defended her with the same hand.; ' . , i 
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Virginia stood ont in the light ■ fairly between the gate- 
posts. Too late she saw the . horse rear as the rider flew 
back ill his, seat, ' for . she had seized the bridle. ■ "The 
beams from the lamp fell upon a Revolutionary horseman, 
with cocked hat and sword and high riding-boots. ■ For 
her his profile was in silhouette, and the bold nose and 
chill belonged to but one man she knew. He was Stephen 
Brice. She gave a cry of astonishment and dropped the 
rein in dismay. Hot shame was surging in her face. 
Her impulse was to fly, nor could she tell what force it 
was that stayed her feet. , ■ 

As for Stephen, he stood high in his stirrups and stared * 
down at the girl. She was standing full in the light, — 
her lashes fallen, her face crimson. But no sound of 
surprise escaped him because it was she, nor did he won- 
der at her gown of a gone-by century. Her words came 
first, and they were low. She did not address him by 
name. 

‘‘I — I thought that you were my cousin, she said. 

“ What must you think of me I ” 

Stephen was calm. . ' 

I expected it, ’Mie answered. 

She gave a step backward, and raised her frightened 
eyes to his. 

You expected it ? ” she faltered. 

I can’t say why,” lie said quickly, but it seems to 
me as if this had happened before. I know that I am 
talking nonsense — ” 

Virginia was trembling now. And her answer was not 
of her own choosing. 

It has happened before,” she cried. But where ? 

And when?” 

*"It may have been in a dream,” he answered her, 
"‘that I saw you as you stand there by my bridle. I even 
know the gown you wear.” 

She put her hand to her forehead. Had it been a 
dpam ? And what mystery was it that sent him here this 
night of all nights ? She could not even have said that it 
was her own voice making reply. 
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because you believe one thing, and I another. But I 
assure you that it is my misfortune rather than my fault 
that I have not pleased you, — that I have met you only 
to anger you.” ' 

He paused, for she did not seem to hear him. She was 
gazing at the distant lights moving on the river. Had 
lie come one step farther ? — but he did not. Presently 
she knew that he was speaking again, in the same meas- 
ured tone. . ■ . . 

Had Miss Brinsmade told me that my presence here 
would cause you annoyance, I should have stayed away. 
I hope that you will think nothing of the — the mistake 
at the gate. You may be sure that I shall not mention it. 
Good night, Miss Carvel.” 

He lifted his hat, mounted his horse, and was gone. 
She liad not even known that he could ride — that was 
strangely the first thought. The second discovered her- 
self intent upon the rhythm of his canter as it died south- 
ward upon the road. There was shame in this, mingled 
with a thankfulness that he would not meet Clarence. 
She hurried a few steps toward the house, and stopped 
again. What should she say to Clarence now? What 
could she say to him ? 

But Clarence was not in her head. Ringing there was 
her talk with Stephen Brice, as though it were still rapidly 
going on. His questions and her replies — over and over 
again. Each trivial incident of an encounter real and yet 
unred ! His transformation in the uniform, which had 
seemed so natural. Though she strove to make it so, noth- 
ing of all this was unbearable now, nor the remembrance 
of the firm touch of his arm about her ; nor yet again his 
calling liar by her name. 

Absently she took her way again up the drive, now 
pausing, now going on, forgetful. First it was alarm she 
relt when her cousin leaped down at her side, — then dread. 

1 thought I should never get back,” he cried breath- 
lessly, m he threw his reins to Sambo. I ought not to 
have asked you to wait outside. Bid it seem long, Jinny ? ” 

She answered something. There was a seat near by. 
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And tlie two spent most of the dark hours remaining in 
unprofitable discussion as to whether Virginia were at last 
engaged to her cousin, and in vain queried over another 
unsolved mystery. This mystery was taken up at the 
breakfast table the next morning, when Miss Carvel sur- 
prised Mrs. Brinsmade and the male household by appear- 
ing, at half -past seven. 

‘‘Why, Jinny,” cried Mr. Brinsmade, “what does this 
mean? I always thought that young ladies did not get 
up after a ball until noon.” 

Virginia smiled a little nervously. 

“ I am going to ask you to take me to town when you 
go, Mr. Brinsmade.” 

“ Why, certainly, my dear,” he said. “But I under- 
stood that your aunt was to send for you this afternoon 
from Bellegarde.” 

Virginia shook her head. “ There is something I wish 
to do in town.” 

“I’ll drive her in, Pa,” said Jack. “You’re too old. 
Will you go with me, Jinny ? ” 

“ Of course, Jack.” 

“But you must eat some breakfast, Jinny,” said Mrs. 
Brinsmade, glancing anxiously at the girl. 

Mr. Brinsmade put down his newspaper. 

“Where was Stephen Brice last night, Jack?” he 
asked. “ I understood Anne to say that he had spoken 
of coming late.” 

“Why, sir,” said Jack, “that’s what we can’t make out, 
Tom Catherwood, who is always doing queer things, you 
know, went to a Black Republican meeting last night, and 
met Stephen thei'e. They came out in Tom’s buggy to 
the Riissells’, and Tom got into his clothes first and rode 
over, Stephen was to have followed on Puss Russell’s' 
horse. But he never got here. At least I can find no 
one who saw him. Did you, Jinny ? ” ' 

' But Virginia did not raise' her eyes from her plate. A 
miraculous intervention came, through Mrs. Brinsmade. 

“ There might have been an accident, Jack,” said that 
lady, with concern. “ Send Nicodemus over to Mrs. Riis- 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE BEEAOH BECOMES TOO WIDE 

Abraham Lincoln !- . 

At tile foot of Breed's Hill in Charlestown an American 
had been bom into the world, by the might of whose genius 
that fateful name was sped to the uttermost parts of the 
nation. Abraham Lincoln was elected President of the 
United States. And the moan of the storm gathering in 
the South grew suddenly loud and louder. 

Stephen Brice read the news in the black headlines and 
laid down the newspaper, a sense of the miraculous upon 
him. There again was the angled^ low-ceiled room of the 
country tavern, reeking with food and lamps and perspira- 
tion ; for a central figure the man of surpassing homeliness, 

— coatless, tieless, and vestless, — telling a story in the 
vernacular. He reflected that it might well seem strange 

— yea, and intolerable — to many that this comedian of 
the country store, this crude lawyer and politician, should 
inherit the seat dignified by Washington and the Adamses. 

And yet Stephen believed. For to him had been vouch- 
safed the glimpse beyond. 

That was a dark winter that followed, the darkest in 
our history. Gloom and despondency came fast upon the 
lieels of Republican exultation. Men rose early for tidings 
from Charleston, the storm. centre. ■ The Union was crack- 
ing here and tliere. Would it crumble in pieces before 
Abraliam Lincoln got to Washington? 

One smoky morning early in December Stephen arrived 
late at the office to find Richter ' sitting idle on Ms' stool, 
concern graven on his face. " 

**Tli6 Judge has had no ■ breakfast, Stephen,’’ he whiS'- 
pered. ^MJsten! Shadrach ..tells me 'he has been, doing 
that since six this morning, when he got. his newspaper.” . 
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Stephen listened, and he heard the Judge pacing aiMi 
pacing in his room. Presently the door was flung open, 
and they saw Mr. Whipple standing in the threshold, stern 
and dishevelled. Astonishment did not pause here. He 
came out and sat down in Stephen’s chair, striking the 
newspaper in his hand, and they feared at first that Ms 
mind had wandered. 

‘‘ Propitiate ! ” he cried, ‘‘propitiate, propitiate, and again 
propitiate. How long, 0 Lord ? ” Suddenly he turned upon 
Stephen, who was frightened. But now Ms voice was 
natural, and he thrust the paper into the young man’s 
lap. “Have you read the President’s message to Con- 
gress, sir? God help me that I am spared to call that 
wobbling Buchanan President, K,ead it. Bead it, sir. 
You have a legal brain. Perhaps you can tell me why, 
if a man admits that it is wrong for a state to abandon 
this Union, he cannot call upon Congress for men and 
money to bring her back. No, this weakling lets Floyd 
stock the Southern arsenals. He pays tribute to Barbary. 
He is for bribing them not to be angry. Take Cuba from 
Spain, says he, and steal the rest of Mexico that the maw 
of slavery may be filled, and the demon propitiated/^ 

They dared not answer him. And so he went back into 
his room, shutting the door. That day no clients saw him, 
not even those poor ones dependent on his charity whom 
he had never before denied. Richter and Stephen took 
counsel together, and sent Shadrach out for his dinner. 

Three weeks passed. There arrived a sparkling Sunday, 

. brought down the valley of the Missouri from the frozen 
northwest. The Saturday had been soggy and warm. 
Thursday had seen South Carolina leave that Union into 
which she was born, amid prayers and the ringing of bells. 

; Tuwday was to be Christmas day. A young lady, who 
had listened to a solemn sermon of Dr, Posthelwaite’s, 
slipped out of Church before the prayers were ended, and 
hurried into that deserted poi'tion of tlie town about the 
Court House where on week days business held its sway* 
She stopped once at the bottom of the grimy flight of steps 
leading to Judge Whipple’s office. At the top she paused 
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again, and for a short space stood alert, her glance resting 
on the little table in the corner, on top of wMch a. few 
tlrambed law books lay neatly ■ piled. Once she made /a 
hesitating step in this direction. Then, as if by a resolu- 
tion quickly taken, she turned her back and softly opened 
tlie door of the Judge’s room. He was sitting upright in 
his chair. A book was open in his lap, but it did not seem 
to Virginia tliat he was reading it. 

"HJiicla Silas,” she said, “^aren’t you coming to dinner 
any more?” 

lie looked up swiftly from under his shaggy brows. 
The book fell to ilie floor. 

^HJncle Silas,” said Virginia, bra veljq “I came to get 

you to-day.” 

Never l')efore had she known him to turn away from 
man or woman, but now Judge Whipple drew his hand- 
kerchief from his pocket and blew his nose violently. A 
wa)maiTs intuition told her that locked tight in his heart 
was wdiat he longed to say, and could not. The sliiny 
black overcoat ho wore was on the bed. Virginia picked 
it up and held it out to him, an appeal in lier eyes. 

He got into it. Then she handed hiiii his hat. Many 
people walking home from church the; morning marvelled 
as they saw these two on Locust Street together, the young 
girl supporting the elderly man over the slippery places at 
the crossings. For neighbor had begun to look coldly upon 
neighbor. . ' . ■ 

Colonel Carvel beheld them from his armchair by the 
sitting-room window, and’ iec.’C3d forward with a start. 
His lips moved as he ..dosed his Bible i^everently and 
marked his place. At the foot of the stairs he sinpirised 
Jackson by waving him aside, for the Colonel himself 
flung open the door and held out his hand to his friend. 
The Judge released Virginia’s arm, and his own trembled 
i'is he gave it. 

Silas,” said th.o Colonel, Silas, we’ve missed, you.” , 

, , Virginia stood by, smiling, but her breath cam© deeply.. 
Had she done right? Could any good come of it all? 
Judge Whipple did not go in at the door. ... He, stood .un* 
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and Ms, beaulifuT. Empress driving in the Bois, and how 
.Eng^nie smiled and bowed at the' people. I never .saw 
.such entliiisiasm in my life. And oh, I learned such a lot 
of Freiicli history. All about Francis- the First, and Pa^ 
took me to see his chateaus along the Loire. Very fe.w 
tourists go there. You really ought to have gone with us.” 

Take care, Virginia ! , 

I had otlier work to do, Jinny,’’ said the Judge. 

Virginia rattled on. 

I told you that we stayed with a real lord in England, 
ilidii’t I ? ” said she. He wasn’t half as nice -as the Prince. 
But hc3 had a beautiful house in Surrey, all windows, which 
was l)inlt in Elizabeth’s time. Tliey called the architec- 
ture Tudor, didn’t they, Pa ? ” 

Yes, dear,” said tlie Colonel, smiling. ■ 

The Countess was nice to me,” continued the girl, 
‘‘and took me to garden parties.. But Lord Jermyn was 
always talking politics.” 

The Colonel -was stroking bis goatee. 

“ Tell Silas about the house, Jinny. Jackson, help the 
Judge, again.” 

“No,” said Virginia, drawing a breath. “I’m going to 
tell him about that queer club where my great-grand- 
father used to bet with Charles Fox... 'We saw a' great 
many places ivhere Richard Carvel had been in England. 
That was before the Revolution. Uncle Daniel read me 
some of his memoirs when ^ve were at Calvert House. I 
know that you w^ould be interested in- them, Dnele Silas. 
He sailed under Paul Jonas.” 

“And fought for his country and for his flag, Virginia,” 
said the Judge, who had scarcely spoken until then. “No, 
I could not bear to read them now, when those who should 
love that country are leaving it in passion.”' 

There wm a heavy silence. Virginia did not dare,. to 
look at her fatlier. But the Colonel said, gently: — ■. 

“Not in passion, Silas, but in sorrow.” 

The Judge tightened his lips. ■ But the effort was W* 
yond him, and the flood within Mm broke loose. 

“Colonel Carvel,” he cried,'. “South Carolina is mad! 
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She is departing in sin, in order that a fiendish practice 
may be perpetuated* If her people stopped to think they 
would know that slavery cannot exist except by means of 
this Union. But let this milksop of a President do his 
worst. We have chosen a man who has the strength to 
say, You not go P ” 

It was an awful moment. The saving grace of it was 
that respect and love for her father filled Virginia’s heart* 
In his just anger Colonel Carvel remembered that he was 
the host, and strove to think only of his affection for his 
old friend. 

‘^To invade a sovereign state, sir, is a crime against the 
sacred spirit of this government,” he said. 

‘‘There is no such thing as a sovereign state, sir,” 
exclaimed the Judge, hotly. “I am an American, and 
not a Missourian.” 

“ When the time comes, sir,” said the Colonel, with dig- 
nity, “ Missouri will join with her sister sovereign states 
against oppression.” 

“ Missouri will not secede, sir.” 

“ Why not, sir?” demanded the Colonel. 

“ Because, sir, when the worst comes, the Soothing Syrup 
men will rally for the Union. And there are enough loyal 
people here to keep her straight.” 

“ Dutchmen, sir ! Hessians ! Foreign Republican hire- 
lings, sir,” exclaimed the Colonel, standing up. “We 
shall drive them like sheep if they oppose us. You are 
drilling them now that they may murder your own blood, 
when you think the time is ripe.” 

The Colonel did not hear Virginia leave the room, so softly 
had she gone. He made a grand figure of a man as he stood 
up, straight and tall, those gray eyes a-kindle at last. But 
the fire died as quickly as it had flared. Pity had come 
and quenched it, — pity that an unselfish life of suffering 
and loneliness should be crowned with these. The Colonel 
longed then to clasp his friend in his arms. Quarrels they 
hM had by the hundred, never yet a misunderstanding. 
0od had given to Silas Whipple a nature stern and harsh 
that repelled all save the charitable few whose gift it was 
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'to see below .the surface, and Colonel Carvel had 'been' the 
chief of them. But now the Judge’s vision was clouded. 

Steadying himself by his chair, he had risen glaring,' the 
loose skill twitcldng on his sallow face.. He began firmly, 
but his 'voice shook ere he had finished. 

Colonel Carvel,” said he, I expect that the. day has 
come when you go your way and - I- go mine. It will be 
better if — we do not meet again, sir.” 

And so he turned from the man -whose friendship had 
stayed liim for the >score of years he had battled with his 
enemies, from tlsat house which had been for so long his 
only home. For the last time Jackson came forward to 
!mlp I'lini w’-itli liis coat. The Judge . did not see . him, 
nor did lie see tlie tearful face of a young girl leaning 
over the banisters above. Ice was on, the stones. And 
Mr. Wliipple, blinded by a moisture strange to his eyes, 
clung to the iron railing as he felt his waj down the steps- 
Beiore he reached the bottom a stronger arm had seized 
his own, and was helping him. 

The Judge brushed his eyes with his sleeve, and turned 
a defiant face upon Captain Elijah Brent — then his voice 
broke. His anger was suddenly gone, and his thoughts 
had flown back to the ColoneFs thousand charities. 

‘‘Lige,” he said, “ Lige, it has come.” 

In answer the Captain pressed the Judge’s hand, nod- 
ding vigorously to hide his rising emotion. There was a 
pause. ' . . 

And you, Lige? ” said Mr.’ Whipple, presently. 

‘^My God!” cried the Captain, wish I knew.”' 

Lige,” said the J udge, gravely, ‘‘ you’re too good a man 
to bo for Soothing Syrup.” . 

The Captain choked. . 

You’re too smart to- be fooled, Lige,” he said, with a 
note near to pleading. ^f^.The time' has come when you 
Bell people and tlie Douglas people have' got to decide. 
Never in my life did 1 know it, to do good to dodge a ques- 
tion. .We’ve .got to be. white .or blacli, Lige. ■ Nobody’s 
got much use for the grays. And .don’t let yourself be 
fooled with Constitutional Union.' Meetings, and Condi- 
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tional Unioii Meetings, and compromises. . The time is 
almost here, Lige, when it will take a rascal to steer a 
middle course.” ■ ' 

Captain Lige listened, and he shifted from one foot to 
the other, and robbed his hands, which were red. Some 
odd trick of the mind had put into his head two people — 
Eliphalet Hopper and Jacob Cluyme. Was he like them? 

‘^Lige, you’ve got to decide. Do you love your coun- 
try, sir? Can you look on while our own states defy us, 
and not lift a hand? Can you sit still while the Governor 
and all the secessionists in this state are plotting to take 
Missouri, too, out of the Union? The militia is riddled 
with rebels, and the rest are forming companies of minute- 
men,” 

“And you Black Republicans,” the Captain cried, 
“have organized your Dutch Wideawakes, and are arm- 
ing them to resist Americans born,” 

“They are Americans by our Constitution, sir, which 
the South pretends to revere,” cried the Judge. “And 
they are showing themselves better Americans than many 
who have been on the soil for generations.” 

“ My sympathies are with the South,” said the Captain, 
doggedly, “ and my love is for the South.” 

“ And your conscienee ? ” said the Judge. 

There was no answer. Both men raised their eyes to 
the house of him whose loving hospitality had been a light 
in the lives of both. When at last the Captain spoke, his 
voice was rent with feeling. 

“ Judge,” he began, “when I was a poor young man on 
the old Viek%huTg^ second ofiBcer under old Stetson, Colonel 
Carvel used to take me up to his house on Fourth Street 
to dinner. And he gave me the clothes on my back, so 
that I might not be ashamed before the fashion which came 
there. He treated me like a son, sir. One day the sheriff 
sold the Viekdurg, You remember it. That left me high 
and dry in the mud. Who bought her, sir? Colonel Car- 
vel, And he says to me, ‘ Lige, you’re captain now, the 
youngest captain on the river. And she’s your boat. You 
can pay me principal and interest when you get ready/ 
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Judge Whipple, I never had any other home than right in 
this house. I never had any other pleasure than bringing 
Jinny presents, and tryin’ to show ’em gratitude. He 
took me into his house and cared for me at a time when 
I wanted to go to the devil along with the stevedores — 
when I was a wanderer he kept me out of the streets, and 
out of temptation. Judge, Td a heap rather go down and 
jump off the stern of my boat than step in here and tell 
liim Fd %ht for the North.’’ ^ 

The J udge steadied himself on his hickory stick and 
walked off without a word. For a while Captain Lige 
stood staring after him. Then he slowly climbed the steps 
and disappeared. 
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the Leader go into Judge Whipple’s room, and presently 
he was sent for. After that he was heard of in various out- 
of-the-way neighborhoods, exhorting all men to forget 
their quarrels and uphold the flag. 

The Leader himself knew not night from day in his toil, 
— OTgmizing^ conciliating, compelling when necessary. 
Letters passed between him and Springfield. And, after 
that solemn inauguration, between him and Washington. 
Jt was an open secret that the Governor of Missouri held 
out his arms to Jefferson Davis, just elected President of 
the new Southern Confedei’acy. It soon became plain to 
the feeblest brain what the Leader and his friends had per- 
ceived long before, that the Governor intended to use the 
militia (purged of Yankee sympathizers) to save the state 
for the South. ' . 

The Government Arsenal, with its stores of arms and am- 
munition, was the prize. This building and its grounds 
lay to the south of the City, overlooking the river. It was 
in command of a doubting major of ordnance ; the corps of 
officers of Jefferson Barracks hard by was mottled with 
secession. Trade was still* The Mississippi below was 
practically closed. In all the South, Pickens and Sumter 
alone stood stanch to the flag. A general, wearing the 
uniform of the ai’my of the United States, surrendered the 
whole state of Texas. 

The St. Louis Arsenal was next in succession, and the 
little band of regulars at the Bai'racks was powerless to 
save it. What could the Leader and Captain Lyon do 
without troops? That was the question that rang in 
Stephen’s head, and in the heads of many others. For, if 
President Lincoln sent troops to St. Louis, that would 
precipitate the trouble. And the President had other uses 
for the liandful in the army. 

There came' a rain-sodden night when a mysterious mes- 
sage arrived at the little house in Olive Street. Both 
anxiety and pride were in Mi^. Brice’s eyes as they followed 
her son out of the door. ■ At Twelfth Street two men were 
lounging on the corners, each of whom glanced at him list- 
lessly as he' passed. He went up, a dark and narrow stair 
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into a lighted hall with shrouded windows. Men with 
sober faces were forming line on the sawdust of the floors. 
The Leader was there giving military orders in a low voice. 
That marked the beginning of the aggressive Union move- 
ment.,' 

Stephen, standing apart at the entrance, remarked that 
many of the men were Germans. Indeed, he spied his 
friend Tiefel there, and presently Richter came from the 
ranks to greet him. 

“My friend,’’ he said, “you are made second lieutenant 
of our company, the Black Jmgcr^P 

“ But I have never drilled in my life,” said Stephen. 

“Never mind. Come and see the Leader.” 

The Leader, smiling a little, put a vigorous stop to his 
protestations, and told him to buy a tactics. The next 
man Stephen saw was big Tom Catherwood, who blushed 
to the line of his hair as he I'eturned Stephen’s grip. 

“Tom, what does this mean?” he asked. 

“ Well,” said Tom, embarrassed, “a fellow has got to do 
what he think’s right.” 

“And your family?” asked Stephen. 

A spasm crossed Tom’s face. 

“I reckon theyll disown me, Stephen, when they find 
it out.” 

Richter walked home as far as Stephen’s house. He 
was to take the Fifth Street car for South St. Louis. 
And they talked of Tom’s courage, and of the broad and 
secret military organization the Leader had planned that 
night. But Stephen did not sleep till the dawn. Was he 
doing right? Could he afford to risk his life in the war that 
was coming, and leave his mother dependent upon charity ? 

It was shortly after this that Stephen paid his last visit 
for many a long day upon Miss Puss Russell. It was a 
Sunday afternoon, and. Puss was entertaining, as usual, a 
whole parlor-full of young men, whose leanings and .sym- 
pathies Stephen divined while taking off his coat in the 
halL Then he heard Miss Russell cry : • — > 

“ I believe that they are drilling those nasty Dutch hire- 
lings in secret.” 
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I am sure they are,” said George Catherwood. One 
of the halls is on Twelfth Street, and they have sentries 
posted out so that you can’t get near them. Pa has an 
idea that Tom goes there. And he told him that if he 
ever got evidence of it, he’d show him the door.” 

>‘-1)0 you really think that Tom is with the Yankees?” 
asked Jack Brinsmade. 

“’ Tom’s a fool,” said George, with emphasis, ‘‘ but he 
isn’t a coward. He’d just as soon tell Pa to-morrow that 
he was drilling if the Yankee leaders wished it known.” 

“ Virginia will never speak to him again,” said Eugenie, 
in. an awed voice. 

‘‘Pooh!” said Puss, ‘‘Tom never had a chance with 
Jinny. Did he, George? Clarence is in high favor now. 
Did you ever know any one to change so, since this mili- 
tary business has begun? He acts like a colonel. I hear 
that they are thinking of making him captain of a com- 
pany of dragoons.” 

“ They are,” George answered. “ And that is the com- 
pany I intend to join.” 

“ Well,” began Puss, with her usual recklessness, “it’s 
a good thing for Clarence that all this is happening. I 
know somebody else — ” 

Poor Stephen in the hall knew not whether to stay or fly. 
An accident decided the question. Emily Russell came 
down tlie stairs at that instant and spoke to him. As the 
two entered the parlor, there was a hush pregnant with 
many things unsaid. Puss’s face "was scarlet, but her hand 
was cold as she held it out to him. For the first time in 
that house he felt like an intruder. Jack Brinsmade 
bowed with great ceremony, and took his departure. 
There was scarcely a distant cordiality in the greeting of 
the other young men. And Puss, ' whose tongue was loosed 
agaiji, talked rapidly of entertainments to which Stephen 
cither had not been invited, or from which he had stayed 
away. The rest of the . company were almost moodily 
silent. 

Profoundly depressed, Stephen sat. straight in the velvet 
chair, awaiting a seasonable time to- bring his visit to a close. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


THE OUNS OF S0MTBB 

WiKTEE had vanished. Spring was come with a hush. 
Toward a little island set in the bine waters of Charleston 
harbor anxions eyes were strained. 

Was the flag still there? 

God alone may count the wives and mothers who lis- 
tened in the still hours of the night for the guns of Sumter. 
One sultry night in April Stephen’s mother awoke with 
fear in her heart, for she had heard them. Hark ! that 
is the roar now, faint but sullen. That is the red flash 
far across the black Southern sky. For in our beds are 
the terrors and cruelties of life revealed to us. There is 
a demon to be faced, and fought alone. 

Mrs. Brice was a k'ave 'woman. She walked that night 
with God. 

Steplien, too, awoke. The lightning revealed her as 
she bent over him. On the wings of memory he flew back 
to his childhood in the great Boston house with the 
rounded front, and he saw the nursery with its high win- 
dows looking out across the Common. Often in the dark 
had she come to him thus, her gentle hand passing over 
him to feel if he were covered. 

What is it, mother ?” he said. 

She said: ‘•‘Stephen, I am afraid that the war has come.” 

He sat up, blindly. Even he did not guess the agony 
ill lier heart 

“ You will have to go, Stephen.” 

It was long before his answer came. ' 

‘‘You know that I cannot, mother. We have nothing 
left but the little I earn. ■ And if I were — ” ' He did not 
iinish the sentence, for -he felt her trembling. ^But she 

2m' ... 
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little fort while Cliai'leston looked on. , No surrender yet. 
Through a wide land was that numbness •which precedes 
action. Force of habit sent men to their places of busi- 
ness, to sit idle. A prayerful Sunday intervened. Sumter 
had fallen. South Carolina had shot to bits the ' flag she 
had once revered. 

On the Monday came the call of President Lincoln for 
volunteers. Missouri was asked for her quota* The out- 
raged reply of her governor went back, — never would she 
furnish troops to invade her sister states. Little did Gov- 
ernor Jackson foresee that Missouri was to stand fifth of 
all the Union in the number of men she was to give* To 
her was (Credited in the end even more men than stanch 
Massficlmsetts. 

Tlie noise of preparation was. in the city — in the land. 
On the M'oiiday morning, when Stephen went wearily to 
the oflice, he was met by Richter at the top of the stairs, 
wlio seized Ills shoulders and looked into his face. The 
l.ight of . the zealot was on Richter’s own. 

We shall drill every night now, my friend, until further 
orders. It is the Leader’s word. Until we go to the front, 
Stephen, to put down rebellion.” Stephen sank into a 
chair, and lx>\ved his head. What would he think, — this 
man who had fouglit and suffered and renounced his native 
land for his convictions? W^ho in this nobler allegiance 
was ready to die for them? How was he to confess to 
Richter, of all men ? 

Carl,” he said at length, “I — I cannot go.” 

‘‘You — you cannot go? You who have done so much 
already! And why?” 

Stephen did not answer. But Richter, suddenly divin- 
ing, laid his hands impulsively on Stephen’s shoulders. 

“AeA, I see,” he said, “Stephen, I have saved some 
money. It shall be for your mother while you' are away.” 

Atjirst Stephen was too surprised for speech. Then, 
in spite of his feelings, ' he stared at the German with a 
new appreciation of his characte.r* . Than he could merely 
shake his head. 

“Is it not for the Union? ” implored,. Richter, “ I would 
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seemed a neYer-ending search' among tlie papers on Ms 
desk. At lengtli he drew out a letter, put on his spec- 
tacles and read it. and finally- put it down again. 

‘’SSteplien,” said Mr. 'Whipple, you are doing a cour- 
ageous thing. But if we elect to follow our conscience 
ill this world, we must not expect to escape persecution, 
sir. Two weeks ago,” he continued slowly, “‘two weeks 
ago I had a letter from Mr. Lincoln about matters here, 
lie mentions you.” 

lie rcmiemhers me ! ” cried Stephen. 

The Judge smiled a little. ‘‘Mr. Lincoln never forgets 
any one,” said he, “ He wishes me to extend to you his 
thanks for your services to the Republican party, and 
sends y«ni his kindest regards.” 

This was tlie first and only time that Mr. Whipple spoke 
to I'lini ■ of his labors. Steplien has often laughed at this 
since, and said tliat lie would not have heard of them at 
all had not the Judge’s sense of duty compelled him to 
convey the message. And it was with a lighter heart 
than he had felt for many a day that he went out of the 
door. 

Some weeks later, five regiments were mustered into 
the service of the United States. The Leader was in com- 
mand of one. And in response to his appeals, despite the 
presence of officers of higher rank, the President had 

f iven Captain Nathaniel Lyon supreme command in 
lissouri. 

Stephen stood among the angry, jeering crowd that 
lined the streets as the regiments marched past. Here 
were the Black Jaegers. No wonder the crowd laughed. 
Tl'ieir step was not as steady, nor their files 'as straight, 
as Company A. There was Richter, his head high, 'his 
blue eyes defiant. And there was little Tiefel marching 
in that place of second lieutenant that Stephen himself 
slioulfl have filled. Here ■ was another company, and at- 
die end of tlie first four, big Tom Catherwood. His 
father had disowned him the day before.. His two 
brothers, George and little Spencer, were in; a house not 
far away, — a house from' which a 'strange flag drooped. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

CAMP JTAOKSOH 

Wfiat eiitliusiasm ou that gusty Monday morning, the 
Sixth of May, 1861! Twelfth Street to the north of 
the Market House is full three hundred feet across, and 
the militia of the Sovereign State of .Missouri is gather- 
ing there. Theiice by order of her .Governor they are^ to 
iiiareli to Camj) Jackson for a week of drill and instruction. 

Half a mile Jiearer the river, on the house of ' tlie Min- 
ute Men, the strange flag leaps wildly in the wind this day. 

On Twelftli Street the sun is shining, drums are beating, 
and bands are playing*, and bright aides dashing hither and 
tliither on spirited chargers. One by one the companies 
are inarching up, and taking place in line ; the citj com- 
panies in natty gray fatigue, the country companies often 
in tlieir Sunday clothes. But they walk with heads erect 
and cliests out, and the ladies wave their gay parasols and 
cheer them. Here are the aristocratic St. Louis Grays, 
Goinpany A ; there come the Washington Guards and 
Washington Blues, and Laclede Guards and Missouri 
Guards and Davis Guards. Yes, this is Secession Day,' 
this Monday. And the colors 'are the Stars and Stiijjes 
and the Arms of Missouri crossed. 

What are they waiting for? Why don’t they move?' 
Hark 1 A clatter and a cloud of dust by the market place, 
an e<5stasy of cheers running in waves the leiigtli of. the 
c‘rowd. Make way for the dragoons! .Here tlrey come at 
last, four a.nd four, the horses prancing and dancing and 
pointing (jui vering ears at the'tossing sea of hats and para- 
sols and ribhons. Maude Oatherwood squeezes Virginia’s 
arm. .Tliere, riding in front, erect "and firm in the saddle, 
is Captain Clarence Colfax. ' ■ Virginia is red and white, 
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g^aie to press his* Then lie. goes ^off at a slow /canter, 
to join Ms dragoons, waying his glove at them, and turn- 
ing to give the sharp order, ' ‘‘ Attention ! ” to his squadron* 

Virginia is deliriously happy.' Once more she .has 
swept .from her. .heart every vestige of .doubt. Now , is 
Claren.ee the man she can admire. Chosen iiiiariimously 
captain of the Squadron but a few days since, Cla,rence 
had taken command like a veteran. Geo.rge Catherwood 
and Maurice had told the story. 

And now at last the city is to shake off the dust of the 
North. to' Camp Jackson 1’^ was the cry. ■ The 

bands are started, the general and staff begin to move, 
and the column swings into the Olive Street road, followed 
by a concourse of citizens awheel and a.foot, the horse ears 
crowded. Virginia and Maude and the Colonel in the 
Carvel carriage, and behind. Ned, on the box, is their lun- 
cheon in hamper. Standing up, the girls ca,n Just see 
the nodding plumes of the dragoons far to the front. 

Olive Street, now paved with hot granite and disfigured 
by trolley wires, was a country road then. Green trees 
took the place of crowded rows of houses and stores, and 
little ““ bob-tail ” yellow ears were drawn by plodding 
mules to an inclosure in a timbered valley, surrounded by 
a board fence, known as Lindell Grove. It was then a 
resort, a picnic ground, what is now covered by close resi- 
dences which have long shown the w^ear of time. 

Into Lindell Grove locked the crowd, the rich and the 
poor, the proprietor and the salesmen, to watch the soldiers 
pitch their tents under the spreading trees. The gallant 
dragoons were off to the west, across a little stream which 
trickled, through the grounds. By the side of it Virginia' 
and .Maude, enchanted, beheld Captain Colfax shouting 
his orders while Ids troopers dragged the canvas from the 
wagons, and staggered under, it. to the line. Alas! that 
the girls were there I The Captain lost his temper, his 
troopers, persj)iring over Gordian knots in the ropes, 
littered strange soldier oaths, while the mad wind winch 
blew that day played a hundred pranks. ' 

To the discomfiture of the young ■ ladies, Colonel Carvel 
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And walk on Davis Avenue,” said Virginia,, fliisMiig 
with pride. “Isn’t there a Davis Avenue?” 

“Yes, and a Lee Avenue, and a Beauregard Avenue,” 
,saidGeorge,takingliissister’sarm,' 

“ We shall walk ill them all,” said Virginia. 

What a scene of animation it was! The rustling trees, 
and the young grass of early May, and the two hundred 
and forty tents in lines of military precision. Up and 
down the grassy streets flowed the promenade, proud 
fathers and mothers, and sweethearts and sisters and wives 
in gala dress. Wear your bright gowns now, you devoted 
women. The day is coming wdien you will make them 
over and over again, or tear them to lint, to stanch the 
blood of these young men who wear their new gray so 
well. 

Every afternoon Virginia drove with her father and 
her aunt to Camp Jackson. All the fashion and beauty 
of tlie city were there. The bands played, the black 
coachmen flecked the backs of their shining horses, and 
walking in the avenues or seated under the trees were 
natty young gentlemen in white trousers and brass-but- 
toned jackets. All was not soldier fare at the regimental 
messes. Cakes and jellies and even ices and more sub- 
stantial dainties' were laid beneath those' tents. Dress' 
parade was one long sigh of delight. Better not to have 
been born than to have been a young man in St. Louis, 
early in Camp. Jackson %veek, and not be a- militiaman. 

One young man wdiom we know, however, had little 
of pomp and vanity -about him, — none other than the' 
young manager (some whispe,red “silent partner”) of 
Carvel & Company. If Mr. Eliphalet had had political 
ambiti()n, or political leanings, during the half-year which 
had just passed, ho had not- shown the.m. .Mr. 'Clnyme 
(no mean business man himself) had pronoum'od Eliphalet 
a (Conservative young gentleman who attemh^d to his own 
affairs and let tlie mad country-take care of itself. This 
is precisely the wise course- -Mr. Hopper chose. Seeing 
a regiment of Missouri Volunteers ' slouching down Fifth 
Street in citizens’ clothes, he ■ had been, remarked to smile 
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cynieally. But he kept . Ms ' opinions so close that he was 
supposed not to have any. 

On Thursday of Gamp Jackson week, an event occurred 
in Mr. Carvel’s store which excited a buzz of comment. 
Mr. Hopper announced to Mr. Barbo, the book-keeper, 
that he should not be there after four o’clock. To be 
sure, times were more than dull. The Colonel that morn- 
ing had read over some two dozen letters from Texas and 
the Southwest, telling of the impossibility of meeting cer- 
tain obligations in the present state of the country. Tlie 
Colonel had gone home to dinner with his brow furrowed. 
On the other hand, Mr. Hopper’s equanmiity was spoken 
of at the widow’s table. 

At four o’clock, Mr. Hopper took an Olive Street car, 
tucking himself into the far corner where he would not be 
disturbed by any ladies who might enter. In the course 
of an hour or so, he alighted at the western gate of the 
camp on the Olive Street road. Refreshing himself with 
a little tobacco, he let himself be carried leisurely by the 
crowd between the rows of tents. A philosophy of his 
own (which many men before and since have adopted) 
permitted him to stai’e with a superior good nature at the 
open love-making around him. He imagined his own 
figure, — which was already growing a little stout, ■ — in 
a light gray jacket and duck trousers, and laughed. 
Eliphalet was not burdened with illusions of that kind. 
These heroes might have their hero-worship. Life held 
something dearer for him. 

As he was sauntering toward a deserted seat at the 
foot of a tree, it so chanced that he was overtaken by Mr. 
Cluyme and his daughter Belle. Only that morning, this 
gentleman, in glancing through the real estate column of 
his newspaper, had fallen upon a deed of sale which made 
him wink. He reminded his wife that Mr. Hopper had 
not been to supper of late. So now Mr. Cluyme held out 
his hand with more than common cordiality. When Mr. 
Hopper took it, the fingers did not close any too tightly 
over his own. But it may be well to remark that Mr. 
Hopper himself did not do any squeezing. He took off 
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Ks liat grudgingly to Miss Belle* He had never lihed the 
custom* , , 

I hope you will take pot luck with us soon again, Mr. 
Hopper,” said the elder gentleman. We only have plain 
and simple things, but they are wholesome, sir. Dainties 
are poor things to work on. I told that to his Royal High* 
ness when he was here last fall. He was speaking to me 
on the merits of roast beef — ” 

It’s a fine day,” said Mi\ Hopper. 

So it is,” Mr* Cluyme assented. Letting his gaze 
wander over the camp, he added casually : I see that 
they have got a few mortars and howitzers since yester- 
day, I suppose that is the stuff we heard so much about, 
which came on the Sivon marked ‘marble.’ They say 
Jeff Davis sent the stuff to ’em from the Government 
arsenal the Secesh captured at Baton Rouge. They’re 
pretty near ready to move on owr ai’senal now.” 

Mr. Hopper listened with composure. He was not 
greatly interested in this matter which had stirred the 
city to the quick. Neither had Mr. Cluyme spoken as 
one who was deeply moved. Just then, as if to spare tlie 
pains of a reply, a “Jenny Lind” passed them. Miss 
Belle recognized the carriage immediately as belonging 
to an elderly lady who was well known in St. Louis. 
Every day she drove out, dressed in black bombazine, and 
heavily veiled. But she was blind. As the mother-in-law 
of the stalwart Union leader of the city, Miss Belle’s com- 
ment about her appearance in Camp Jackson was not out 
of place. 

“Well!” she exclaimed, “I’d like to know what she’s 
doing here ! ” 

Mr. Hopper’s answer revealed a keenness which, in the 
course of a few days, engendered in Mr. Cluyme as losty 
a respect as he was capable of. ' , 

“I don't k!i,ow,” said Eliphalet;' “but I callate she’s 
got stouter.” 

“ Wliat do you mean by that?” Miss Belle demanded.; . 

“That Union principles must be healthy,” said he, and 
laughed. 
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such views on secession. I have always tliouglit, sir, that 
you were singularly fortunate in your coimection with 
Hm.’* , . , 

There was a point of light now in each of Mr. Hopper’s 
gi^een eyes. But Mr. Ciuyme continued: — 

What a pity, I say, that he should run the risk of crip- 
pling himself by his opinions. Times are getting hard.” 

'■‘‘•Yes,” said Mr. Hopper. 

“And sou til western notes are not worth the paper they 
are' written on — ” ' . . 

But Mr. Ciuyme has misjudged his man. If he had come 
to Eliphalet for information of Colonel Carvel’s affairs, or 
of any one else’s affairs, he was not likely to get it. It is 
not meet to repeat here the long business conversation which 
followed. Suffice it to say that Mr. Ciuyme, who was in 
dry goods himself, was as ignorant when he left Eliphalet 
as when lie met him. But he had a greater respect than 
ever for the shrewdness of the business manager of Carvel 
& Company. 

■ m ' # it * # ^ 

That same Thursday, when the first families of the city 
were whispering jubilantly in each other’s ears of the safe 
arrival of the artillery and stands of arms at Camp Jackson, 
something of significance was happening within the green 
inclosure of the walls of the United States arsenal, far to 
the southward. 

The days had become alike in sadness to Stephen. 
Richter gone, and the Judge often away in mysterious 
conference, he was left for hours at a spell the sole tenant 
of tlie office. Fortunately there was work of Richter’s and 
of Mr. Whipple’s left undone, that kept him busy. .This 
Thursday morning, however, he found the Judge getting 
into that best black coat which he wore on occasions. , His 
manner liad recently lost much of its gruffness. 

“ Steplien,” said he, “ they are serving out cartridges and 
uniforms to the regiments at the arsenal. Would you like 
to go down with me?” . , 

“ Does that mean Camp Jackso.ii ? ” ' asked Stephen, .wiien 
they had reached the street* 
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‘‘Upon my soiil,” said Mr. Sherman, “Fm disgusted. 
Now’s the time to stop ’em. The longer we let ’em rear 
and kick, the harder to break ’em. You don’t catch me 
going back to the army for three months. If they want 
me, they’ve got to guarantee me three years. That’s 
more like it.” Turning to Stephen, he added: “Don’t 
yon sign any three months’ contract, young man.” 

Stephen grew red. By this time the car was full, and 
silent. No one had offered to quarrel with the Major. 
Nor did it seem likely that any one would. 

“ Fm afraid I can’t go, sir.” 

“ Why not?” demanded Mr, Sherman. 

“Because, sir,” said the Judge, bluntly, “his mother’s 
a widow, and they have no money. He was a lieutenant 
in one of Blair’s companies before the call came,” 

The Major looked at Stephen, and his expression changed. 

“ Find it pretty hard? ” he asked. 

Stephen’s expression must have satisfied him, but he 
nodded again, more vigorously than before. 

“Just you wait^ Mr. Brice,” he said. “It won’t hurt 
you any,” , , 

Stephen was grateful. But he hoped to fall out of the 
talk. Much to his discomfiture, the Major gave him 
anotlier of those queer looks. His wdiole manner, and 
even his ap|)earance, reminded Stephen strangely of Cap- 
tain, Elijah Brent. 

“Aren’t you the young man who made the Union 
speech in Mercantile Library Hall?” 

“ Yes, sir,” said the Judge, “He is.” 

At that the Major put out his hand impulsively, and 
gripped Stephen’s. 

“ Well, sir,” he said, “I have yet to read a more sen- 
sible speech, except some, of Abraham Lincoln’s. ' IMns- 
inade gave it to me to read. Whipple, that speech 
reminded me of Lincoln. .It was -his style.. Where did, 
you get it, Mr. Brice?” 'he demanded.'. 

“1 heard Mr. Lincoln’s debate with Judge Douglas at 
Freeport,” said Stephen, beginning to be amused* ■ ,■ . 

The Major laughed* 
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After the ranks were broken, Major Sherman and the 
Judge went to talk to Captain Lyon and the Union Leader, 
who was now a Colonel of one of the Volunteer regiments. 
Stephen sought Richter, who told him that the regiments 
were to assemble the morning of the morrow, prepared to 
march,. ■ 

‘‘ To Camp Jackson?’^ asked Stepliem 

Richter shrugged his shouldem. 

“We are not consulted, my friend,” he said. “Will 
you come into my quarters and have a bottle of beer with 
Tiefel?” 

Stephen went. It was not tlieir fault that his sense of 
their comradeship was gone. . ■ To him it was as if the ties 
that liad boriml him to them were asunder, and lie was 
become an outcast. 
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Brice. Stephen did not remark' the little falter in ' her 
voice. He laughed over the ' recollection of' the con verm- 
tion ill the street car. ... 

.Not unless matters in Washington change to suit hiin,’’ 
he said, ‘‘ He thinks that things have been, very badly 
managed, and does not scruple . to , say so anywhere. ,1 
eoiikf not have htdieved it possible that two men- could 
have la Iked in public as he and Judge Whipple did yester- 
day and not 1x3 shot down. I tliought that it was as iiiiich 
as a man's life is worth to mention allegiance to the Union 
h(.‘re in a m'owd. And the way Mr. Sherman pitched into 
tlu 3 ^ Ridxds’ in that car full of people was enough to make 
your hair stand on end.” 

must be a bold man,” nuirmured ■ Mrs. Brice. 
^‘Dot'^s he Ibiuk that the — the Rebellion can he put 
down?” ^ ^ , 

Not With seventy-five thousand men, nor with ten times 
tint number,” 

Mrs. Brice siglied, and furtively wiped her eyes with 
her handkerchief, 

“ 1 am afraid we shall see great misery, Stephen,” she 
said. 

He was silent. I?rom that peaceful little room war 
and' its .liorrors seemed very far away. , The morning .sun 
poured in through the south windows and was scattered 
by the silver on. tlie sideboard. From above., on the wall. 
Colonel Wilton Brice gazed soberly down. Stephen’s eyes 
lighted on the portrait, and his thoughts flew back to the, 
boyhood days when he used to ply his father with ques- 
tions about it. Then the picture bad suggested' only the 
glory and honor "which illumines the page of history, 
Homcthing worthy to look back .upon, to keep one’s he.acl 
liigh. 'Jlie hatred and the suffering and the tears,, the 
lu3artreiuliug, tearing apart for all time, of loving ones who 
have grown together, — , these were not' upon that canvas. 
Will war ever be painted .with a wart ? 

The sound of feet was, ■he,ard on the pavement. Stephen 
rose, glancing at his mother. Her face was still upon her 
knitting* 
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Steplien, listening with growing indignation to this talk, 
was unaware of a man who stood on the other side of the 
tree, and who now came forward before Mr. Hopper. He 
presented a somewhat uncompromising front. Mr, Clnyme 
instantly melted away. 

My friend,’’ said the stranger, quietly, “ I think we 
have met before, when your actions were not greatly to 
your credit. I do not forget a face, even when 1 see it in 
the dark. Now I hear you utter words which are a dis- 
grace to a citizen of the United States. I have some 
respect for a rebel. I have none for you, sir.” 

As soon as Stephen recovered from the shock of his sur- 
prise, he saw that Eliphalet had changed countenance. 
The manner of an important man of affairs, wdiich he had 
so assiduously cultivated, fell away from him. He took 
a step backward, and his eyes made an ugly shift. Stephen 
rejoiced to see the stranger turn his back on the manager 
of Caiwel & Company before that dignitary had time to 
depart, and stand unconcernedly there as if nothing had 
occurred. 

Then Stephen stared at him. 

He was not a man you would look at twice, ordinarily. 
He was smoking a great El Sol cigar. He wore clothes 
that were anything but new, a slouch hat, and coarse- 
grained, square-toed boots. His trousers were creased at 
the knees. His head fell forward a little from his square 
shoulders, and leaned a bit to one side, as if meditatively. 
He had a light brown beard that was reddish in the sun, 
and he was rather short than otherwise. 

This was all that Stephen saw. And yet the very plain- 
ness of the man’s appearance only added to his curiosity. 
Who was this stranger? His words, his action, too, had 
been remarkable. The art of administering a rebuke like 
that was not given to many men. It was perfectly quiet, 
perfectly final. And then, when it was over, he had turned 
his back and dismissed it. 

Next Stephen began to wonder what he could know 
about Hopper. Stephen had suspected Eliphalet of sub- 
ordinating principles to business gain, and hence the eon- 
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in another tone, it is probable that the citizen-colonel 
would not have listened, since the events of that day were 
to crown his work of a winter. But Mr. Grant possessed 
a manner of holding attention. It was very evident, how- 
ever, that Colonel Blair had other things to think of. 
Nevertheless he said kindly: — 

Aren’t you going in, Grant ? ” 

I can’t affoi'd to go in as a captain of volunteers,” was 
the calm reply. “I served nine years in the regular army, 
and I think I can command a regiment.” 

The Colonel, whose attention was called away at that 
moment, did not reply. Mr. Grant moved off up the 
street. Some of the younger officers who were there, 
laughed as they followed his retreating figure. 

Command a regiment ! ” cried one, a lieutenant whom 
Stephen recognized as having been a bookkeeper at 
Edwards, James, & Doddington’s, and whose stin blue 
uniform coat creased awkwardly. “ I guess Fm about as 
fit to command a regiment as Grant is.” 

‘‘That man’s forty years old, if he’s a day,” put in 
another. “ I remember when he came here to St. Louis 
in ’54, played out. He’d resigned from the army on 
the Pacific Coast. He put up a log cabin down on the 
Gravois Eoad, and there he lived in the hardest luck of 
any man I ever saw until last year. You remember him, 
Joe.” 

“Yep,” said Joe. “I spotted him by the El Sol cigar. 
He used to bring a load of wood to the city once in 
a while, and then he’d go over to the Planters’ House, or 
somewhere else, and smoke one of these long fellows, and 
sit against the wall as silent as a wooden Indian. After 
that he came up to the city without his family and went 
into real estate one winter. But he didn’t make it go. 
Curious, it is just a year ago this month that he went over 
to Illinois. He’s an honest fellow, and hard working 
enough, but he don’t know how. He’s Just a dead failure.” 

“Command a regiment!” laughed the first, again, as if 
this in particular had struck his sense of humor. I guess 
he won’t get a regiment in a hurry. There’s lots of those 
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passing, the two stood there as in a dream. After that a 
silence fell npon the street, and Mr. Brinsmade turned and 
went back into the house, his head bowed as in prayer, 
Stephen and his mother drew back, but Anne saw them. 

He is a rebel,’’ she faltered. It will break my father’s 
•heart.” ■ 

She looked at Stephen appealingly, unashamed of the 
tears in her eyes. Then she, too, went in. 

I cannot stay here, mother,” he said. 

As he slammed the gate, Anne ran down the steps, call- 
ing his name. He paused, and she caught his sleeve. 

knew you would go,” she said. ‘‘I knew you would 
go. Oh, Stephen, you have a cool head. Try to keep Jack 
— out of mischief.” . 

He left her standing on the pavement. But when he 
reached the corner and looked back he saw that she had 
gone in at his own little gate to meet his mother. Then 
he walked rapidly westward. Now and again he was 
stopped by feverish questions, but at length he reached 
the top of the second ridge from the river, along which 
crowded Eighteenth Street now runs. There stood the 
new double mansion Mr. Spencer Gather wood had built 
two years before on the outskirts of the town, with the 
wall at the side, and the brick stable and stable yard. As 
Stephen approached it, the thought came to him how little 
this world’s goods avail in times of trouble. One of the 
big Catherwood boys was in the blue marching regiments 
that day, and had been told by his father never again to 
darken his doors. Another was in Clarence Colfax’s com- 
pany of dragoons, and still another had fled southward the 
night after Sumter, 

Stephen stopped at the crest of the hill, in the white 
dust of the new-turned street, to gaze westward. Clouds 
were gathering in the sky, but the sun still shone brightly. 
Halfway up the rise two blue lines had crawled, followed by 
black splotches, and at the southwest was the glint of the 
sun on rifle barrels. Dmected by a genius in the art of 
war, the regiments were closing about Camp Jackson. 

As he stood there meditating, and paying no attention 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE TENTH OF MAY 

WoTJJJD the sons of the first families surrender! 

Never ! ” cried a young lady who sat behind the blinds 
in Mrs. Catherwood’s parlor. It seemed to her when she 
stopped to listen for the first guns of the coming battle 
that the tumult in her heart would drown their roar. 

But, Jinny,” ventured that Miss Puss Russell who never 
feared to speak her mind, “ it would be folly for them to 
fight. The Dutch and Yankees outnumber them ten to one, 
and they haven’t any powder and bullets.” 

And Camp Jackson is down in a hollow,” said Maude 
Catherwood, dejectedly. And yet hopefully, too, for at 
the thought of bloodshed she was near to fainting. 

“ Oh,” exclaimed Virginia, passionately, “ I believe you 
want them to surrender. I should rather see Clarence dead 
than giving his sword to a Yankee.” 

At that the other two were silent again, and sat on through 
an endless afternoon of uncertainty and hope and dread in 
the darkened room. Now and anon Mr. Catherwood’s 
heavy step was heard as he paced the hall. From time to 
time they glanced at Virginia, as if to fathom her thought. 
She and Puss Russell had come that day to dine with 
Maude. Mr. Catherwood’s Ben, reeking of the stable, 
had brought the rumor of the marching on the camp into 
the dining-room, and close upon the heels of this the rum- 
ble of the drums and the passing of Sigel’s regiment. It 
was Virginia who had the presence of mind to slam the 
blinds in the faces of the troops, and the crowd had cheered 
her. It was Virginia who flew to the piano to play Dixie 
ere they could get by, to the awe and admiration of the 
girls and the delight of Mr, Catherwood, who applauded 
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her spirit despite ;the trouble which weighed , upou him. 
Once more the crowd had cheered, — and hesitated. But 
the Dutch regiment slouched on, impassive, and the people 
followed. '■ 

Virginia remained at the piano, her mood exalted patri- 
otism, uplifted in spirit by that grand song. At first she 
had played it with all her might. Then she sang it. She 
laughed in very scorn of the booby soldiers she had seen. 
A million of these, with all the firearms in the world, could 
not prevail against the flower of the South. Then she had 
begun whimsically to sing a verse of a song she had heard 
the week before, and suddenly her exaltation was fled, and 
her fingers left the keys. . Gaining the window, trembling, 
half-expectant, she flung open a blind. The troops, the 
people, were gone, and there alone in the road stood — 
Stephen Brice. The others close behind her saw him, 
too, and Puss cried out in her surprise. The impressioii, 
when the room was dark once more, was of sternness and 
sadness, — and of strength. Effaced was the picture of 
the plodding recruits with their coarse and ill-fitting uni- 
forms of blue. 

Virginia shut the blinds. Not a word escaped her, nor 
could they tell why they did not dare to question her 
then. An hour passed, perhaps two, before the shrill voice 
of a boy was heard in the street below : — 

‘^Camp Jackson has surrendered! 

They heard the patter of hfe bare feet on the pavement, 
and the cry repeated : — 

Camp J ackson has surrendered ! ’’ 

And so the war began for Virginia. Bitter before, now 
was she on fire. Close her lips as tightly as she might, 
the tears forced themselves to her eyes. The ignominy 
of it ! 

How hard it is for us of this age to understand that 
feeling. 

I do not believe it ! ’’ she cried. I cannot believe 

itP’ 

The girls gathered around her, pale and frightened and 
anxious. Suddenly courage returned to her, the courage 
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whicli made Spartans of Southern women. She ran to the 
front door. Mr. Gatherwood was on the sidewalk, talking 
to a breathless man. That man was Mr. Barbo, Colonel 
Carvel’s book-keeper. 

Yes,” he was saying, they — they surrendered. There 
was nothing else for them to do. They were surrounded 
and overpowered.” 

Mr. Gatherwood uttered an oath. But it did not shock 
Virginia. 

And not a shot fired? ” he said. 

“And not a shot fired?” Virginia repeated, mechanically. 

Both men turned. Mr. Barbo took off his hat. 

“ No, ma’am.” 

“ Oh, how could they ! ” exclaimed Virginia. 

Her words seemed to arouse Mr. Gatherwood from a kind 
of stupor. He turned, and took her hand. 

“Virginia, we shall make them smart for this yet, My 
God!” he cried, “ what have I done that my son should 
be a traitor, in arms against his own brother fighting for 
his people ? To think that a Gatherwood should be with 
the Yankees ! You, Ben,” he shouted, suddenly perceiving 
an object for his anger. “What do you mean by coming 
out of the yard? By G— d, ITl have you whipped. I’ll 
show you niggers whether you’re to be free or not.” 

And Mr. Gatherwood was a good man, who treated his 
servants well. Suddenly he dropped Virginia’s hand and 
ran westward down the hill. Well that she could not see 
beyond the second rise ! 

Let us go there ^ — to the camp. Let us stand on the 
little mound at the northeast of it, on the Olive Street 
Road, whence Captain Lyon’s artillery commands it. What 
a change from yesterday ! Davis Avenue is no longer a 
fashionable promenade, flashing with bright dresses. Those 
quiet men in blue, who are standing beside the arms of the 
state troops, stacked and surrendei^ed, are United States 
regulars. They have been in Kansas, and are used to scenes 
of this sort. 

The five Hessian regimenfe have surrounded the camp. 
Each commander has obeyed the master mind of his chief. 
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on an embankment. Through, the rows of faces he had 
searched in vain for one. His motive he did not attempt 
to fathom^ — in truth, he was not conscious at the time 
of any motive. He heard the name shouted at the gate. 

“ Here they are, — the dragoons I Three cheers for Col- 
fax! Down with the Yankees!” 

A storm of cheers and hisses followed. Dismounted, at 
the head of his small following, the young Captain walked 
erect. He did not seem to hear the cheers. His face was 
set, and he held his gloved hand over the place where his 
sword had been, as if over a wound. On his features, in 
his attitude, was stamped the undying determination of 
the South. How those thoroughbreds of the Cavaliers 
showed it ! Pain they took lightly. The fire of humilia- 
tion burned, but could not destroy their indomitable spirit. 
They were the first of their people in the field, and the 
last to leave it. Historians may say that the classes of 
the South caused the war; they cannot say that they 
did not take upon themselves the greatest burden of the 
suflfering. 

Twice that day was the future revealed to Stephen. 
Once as he stood on the hill-crest, when he had seen a girl 
in crimson and white in a window, — in her face. And 
now again he read it in the face of her cousin. It was as 
if he had seen unrolled the years of suffering that were to 
come. 

In that moment of deep bitterness his reason wavered. 
What if the South should win? Surely there was no 
such feeling in the North as these people betrayed. That 
most dangerous of gifts, the seeing of two sides of a quar- 
rel, had been given him. He saw the Southern view. 
He sympathized with the Southern people. They had 
befriended him in his poverty. Why had he not been 
born, like Clarence Colfax, the owner of a large planta- 
tion, the believer in the divine right of his race to rule? 
Then this girl who haunted his thoughts! Would that 
his path had been as straight, his duty as easy, as that of 
the handsome young Captain 1 
Presently these thoughts were distracted by the sight 
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agile, ran past him from behind, heedless of the panic. 
Stopping at the foot of the bank he dropped on one knee, 
resting his revolver in the hollow of his left arm. It was 
Jack Biinsmade. At the same time two of the soldiers 
above lowered their barrels to cover him. Then smoke 
hid the scene. When it roiled away, Brinsmade lay on 
the ground. He staggered to his feet with an oath, and 
confronted a yonng man who was hatless, and npon whose 
forehead was burned a black powder mark. 

Curse you ! ” he cried, reaching out wildly ; “ curse you, 
you d— d Yankee. I’ll teach you to fight I ” 

Maddened, he made a rush at Stephen’s throat. But 
Stephen seized his hands and bent them down, and held 
them firmly while he kicked and struggled. 

“ Curse you ! ” he panted ; “ curse you, you let me go and 
I’ll kill you, — you Yankee upstart ! ” 

But Stephen held on. Brinsmade became more and 
more frp,ntic. One of the officers, seeing the struggle, 
started down the bank, was reviled, and hesitated. At 
that moment Major Sherman came between them. 

“ Let him go, Brice,” he said, in a tone of command. 

Stephen did as he was bid. Whereupon Brinsmade 
made a dash for his pistol on the ground. Mr. Sherman 
was before him. 

“Now see here, Jack,” he said, picking it up, “I don’t 
want to shoot you, but I may have to. That young man 
saved your life at the risk of his own. If that fool Dutch- 
man had had a ball in his gun instead of a wad, Mr. Brice 
would have been killed.” 

A strange thing happened. Brinsmade took one long 
look at Stephen, turned on his heel, and walked off rapidly 
through the grove. And it may be added that for some 
years after he was not seen in St. Louis. 

For a moment the other two stood staring after him. 
Then Mr. Sherman took his boy by the hand. 

“Mr. Brice,” he said, “I’ve seen a few things done in 
my life, but nothing better than this. Perhaps the day 
may come when you and I may meet in the army. They 
don’t seem to think much of us now,” he added, smiling ^ 
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“ but we may be of use to ’em later. If ever I can serve 
you, Mr. Brice, I beg you to call on me.” 

^ Stephen stammered his acknowledgments. And Mr 
Sherman, nodding his head vigorouslyf went awty soutlv 

ward through the grove, toward Market Street. 
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their hands. Some o£ the prisoners take off their hats and 
smile at the young lady with the chiselled features and 
brown hair, who wears the red and white of the South as 
if she were born to them. Her eyes are searching. Ah, at 
last she sees him, walking erect at the head of his dragoons. 
He gi¥es her one look of entreaty, and that smile which 
should have won her heart long ago. As if by common 
consent the heads of the troopers are uncovered before her. 

How bravely she waves at them until they are gone down 
the street ! Then only do her eyes fill with tears, and she 
passes into the house. 

Had she waited, she might have seen a solitary figure 
leaving the line of march and striding across to Pine 
Street. 

That night the sluices of the heavens were opened, and 
the blood was washed from the grass in Lindeli Grove. 
The rain descended in floods on the distracted city, and 
the great river rose and flung brush from Minnesota 
forests high up on the stones of the levee. Down in the 
long barracks weary recruits, who had stood and marched 
all the day long, went supperless to their bard pallets. 
Government fare was hard. Many a boy, prisoner or vol- 
unteer, sobbed himself to sleep in the darkness. All were 
prisoners alike, prisoners of war. Sobbed themselves to 
sleep, to dream of the dear homes that were here within 
sight and sound of them, and to which they were powerless 
to go. Sisters, and mothers, and wives were there, beyond 
the rain, holding out arms to them. 

Is war a thing to stir the blood? Ay, while the day 
lasts. But what of the long nights when husband and wife 
have lain side by side ? What of the children who ask 
piteously where their father is going, and who are gathered 
by a sobbing mother to her breast? Where is the picture 
of that last breakfast at home? So in the midst of the 
cheer which is saddest in life comes the thought that, just 
one year ago, he who is the staff of the house was wont to 
sit down just so merrily to his morning meal, before going 
to work in the office. Why had they not thanked God on 
their knees for peace while they had it ? 
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See the brave little wife waiting on the porch of her 
home for him to go by. The sun shines, and the grass is 
green on the little plot, and the geraniums red. Last 
spring she was sewing here with a sung on her lips, watch- 
ing for him to turn the corner as he came back to dinner. 
But now ! Hark ! Was that the beat of the drums ? Or 
was it thunder? Her good neighbors, the doctor and his 
wife, come in at the little gate to cheer her. She does not 
hear them. Why does God mock her with sunlight and 
with friends ? * 

Tramp, tramp, tramp ! They are here. Now the band 
is blaring. That is his company. And that is bis dear 
face, the second from the end. Will she ever see it again? 
Look, he is smiling bravely, as if to say a thousand tender 
things. ‘‘Will, are the flannels in your knapsack? You 
have not forgotten that medicine for your cough? ’’ What 
courage sublime is that which lets her wave at him ? Well 
for you, little woman, that you cannot see the faces of the 
good doctor and his wife behind you. Oh, those guns of 
Sumter, how they roar in your head! Ay, and will roar 
again, through forty years of widowhood 1 

Mrs. Brice was in the little parlor* that Friday night, 
listening to the cry of the rain outside. Some thoughts 
such as these distracted her. Why should she be happy, 
and other mothers miserable ? The day of reckoning for 
her happiness must surely come, when she must kiss 
Stephen a brave farewell and give him to his country. For 
the sins of the fathers are visited on the children, unto the 
third and fourth generation of them that hate Him who is 
the Ruler of all things. 

The bell rang, and Stephen went to the door. He was 
startled to see Mr* Brinsmade. That gentleman was sud- 
denly aged, and his clothes were wet and spattered with 
mud. He sank into a chair, but refused the spirits and 
water which Mrs. Brice offered him in her alarm. 

“Stephen,” ha said, have been searching the city 
for John. Did you see him at Camp Jackson — was he 
hurt?” 

“ I think not, sir,” Stephen answered, with clear eyes. 
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saw him walking southward after the firing was all 
over,” 

‘‘Thank God,” exclaimed Mr. Brinsmade, fervently. 
“ If you will excuse me, madam, I shall hurry to tell niy 
wife and daughter. I have been able to find no one who 
saw him.” 

As he \vent out he glanced at. Stephen’s forehead. But 
for once in his life, Air. Brinsmade was too much agitated 
to inquire about the pain of another. 

“ Stephen, you did not tell me that you saw John,” said 
his mother, when the door was closed. 
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‘^ Aren’t you going to tlie Planters’ House,” Pa?’’ 

The Colonel turned, and tried to smile, 
reckon not to-night, Jinny, Why?” 

“ To find out what they are going to do with Clarence,” 
she said indignantly. 

I reckon they don’t know at the Planters’ House,” lie 
said. , 

‘vThen — ” began Virginia, and stopped. 

Then what?” he asked, stroking her hair. 

“Then why not go to the Barracks? Order the car- 
riage, and I will go with you.” 

His smile faded. He stood looking down at her fixedly, 
as was sometimes his habit. Grave tenderness was in his 
tone. 

“ Jinny,” he said slowly, “ Jinny, do you mean to marry 
Clarence ? ” 

The suddenness of the question took her breath. But 
she answered steadily : — ■ 

“Yes.” . 

“ Do you love him?” 

“Yes,” she answered. But her lashes fell. 

Still he stood, and it seemed to her that her father’s gaze 
pierced to her secret soul. 

“Come here, my dear,” he said. 

He held out his arms, and she fluttered into them. The 
tears were come at last. It was not the first time she had 
cried out her troubles against that great heart which had 
ever been her strong refuge. From childhood she had been 
comforted there. Had she broken her doll, had Mammy 
Easter been cross, had lessons gone wrong at school, was 
she ill, or weary with that heaviness of spirit which is 
woman’s inevitable lot, — this was her sanctuary. But now ! 
This burden God Himself had sent, and none save her 
Heavenly Father might cure it. Through his great love 
for her it was given to Colonel Carvel to divine it — only 
vaguely... 

Many times he strove to speak, and could not. But 
presently, as if ashamed of her tears, she drew back from 
him and took her old seat on the arm of his chair. 


296 


THE CEISIS 


By the light of his intuition, the Colonel chose Ms words 
well What he had to speak of was another sorrow, yet a 
healing one. 

You must not think of marriage now, my dear, when 
the bread we eat may fail us. Jinny, we are not as rich as 
we used to be. Our trade was in the South and West, and 
now the South and West cannot pay. I had a conference 
with Mr. Hopper yesterday, and he tells me that we must 
be prepared.” 

She laid her hand upon his. 

‘‘And did you think I would care, dear?” she asked 
gently, “ I can bear with poverty and rags, to win this war.” 

His own eyes were dim, but pride shone in them. Jack- 
son came in on tiptoe, and hesitated. At the Colonel’s 
motion he took away the china and the silver, and removed 
the white cloth, and turned low the lights in the chan- 
delier. He went out softly, and closed the door. 

“Pa,” said Virginia, presently, “do you trust Mr. 
Hopper?” 

The Colonel gave a start. 

“ Why, yes, Jinny. He improved the business greatly 
before this trouble came. And even now we are not in 
such straits as some other houses.” 

“ Captain Lige doesn’t like him.” 

“ Lige has prejudices.” 

“So have I,” said Virginia. “Eliphalet Plopper will 
serve you so long as he serves himself. No longer,” 

“I think you do him an injustice, my dear,” answered 
the Colonel. But uneasiness was in his voice. “ Hopper is 
hard working, scrupulous to a cent. Pie owns two slaves 
now who are running the river. He keeps out of politics, 
and he has none of the Yankee faults.” 

“ I wish he had,” said Virginia. 

The Colonel made no answer to this. Getting up, he 
went over to the bell-cord at the door and pulled it. Jack- 
son came in hurriedly. ^ 

“Is my bag packed?” 

“ Yes, Marsa.” : ^ 

“Where are you going?” cried Virginia, in alarm. ^ 
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Jefferson City, dear, to see the Governor. I got 
word this afternoon?^ 

In the rain ? ’^ 

He smiled, and stooped to kiss her. 

Yes,” he answered, the rain as far as the depot. 
I can trust you, Jinny. AndLige’s boat will be back from 
New Orleans to-morrow or Sunday.” 

The next morning the city awoke benumbed, her heart 
beating but feebly. Her commerce had nearly ceased to 
flow. A long line of boats lay idle, with noses to the 
levee. Men stood on the street coimers in the rain, read- 
ing of the capture of Gamp Jackson, and of the riot, and 
thousands lifted up their voices to execrate the Foreign 
City below Market Street. A vague terror, maliciously 
born, subtly spread. The Dutch had broken up the camp, 
a peaceable state institution, they had shot down innocent 
women and children. What might they not do to the 
defenceless city under their victorious hand, whose citizens 
were nobly loyal to the South? Sack it? Yes, and burn, 
and loot it. Ladies who ventured out that day crossed 
the street to avoid Union gentlemen of their acquaintance. 

It was early when Mammy Easter brought the news- 
paper to her mistress. Virginia read the news, and ran 
joyfully to her aunt’s room. Three times she knocked, and 
then she heard a cry within. Then the key was turned 
and the bolt cautiously withdrawn, and a crack of six inches 
disclosed her aunt. 

Oh, how you frightened me, Jinny ! ” she cried. “ I 
thought it was the Dutch coming to murder us all. What 
have they done to Clarence ? ” 

We shall see him to-day, Aunt Lillian,” was the joyful 
answer. “The newspaper says that all the Camp Jackson 
prisoners are to be set free to-day, on parole. Oh, I knew 
they would not dare to hold them. The whole state would 
have risen to their rescue.” 

Mrs. Colfax did not receive these tidings with transports. 
She permitted her niece to come into her room, and then 
sank into a chair before the mirror of her dressing-table, 
and scanned her face there. 
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I could not sleep a wink, Jinny, all night long, I look 
wretchedly. I am afraid I am going to have another of 
my attacks. How it is raining! What does the news- 
paper say 

^‘^111 get it for yon,” said Virginia, used to her aunt’s 
vagaries. 

“•No, no, tell me. lam much too nervous to read it.” 

It says that they will be paroled to-day, and that they 
passed a comfortable night.” 

‘^It must be a Yankee lie,” said the lady. Oh, what 
a night I I saw them torturing him in a thousand ways — 
the barbarians I I know he had to sleep on a dirty floor 
with low-down trash.” 

“But we shall have him here to-night, Aunt Lillian!” 
cried Virginia. “ Mammy, tell Uncle Ben that Mr. Clarence 
will be here for tea. We must have a feast for him. Pa 
* said that they could not hold them.” 

“ Where is Comyn ? ” inquired Mrs. Colfax. “ Has he 
gone down to see Clarence?” 

“He went to Jefferson City last night,” replied Vir- 
ginia. “ The Governor sent for him.” 

Mrs. Colfax exclaimed in horror at this news. 

“Do you mean that he has deserted us?” she cried. 
“ That he has left us here defenceless, at the mercy of 
the Dutch, that they may wreak their vengeance upon us 
women? How can you sit still, Virginia ? If I were your 
age and able to drag myself to the street, I should be at 
the Arsenal now. I should be on my knees before that 
detestable Captain Lyon, even if he is a Yankee.” 

Virginia kept her temper. 

“I do not go on my knees to any man,” she said. 
“ Rosetta, tell Ned I wish the carriage at once.” 

Her aunt seized her convulsively by the arm. 

“ Where are you going, Jinny? ” she demanded. “ Your 
Pa would never forgive me if anything happened to 
you.” 

A smile, half pity, crossed the girl’s anxious face. 

“ I am afraid that I must risk adding to your misfor- 
tune, Aunt Lillian,” she said, and left the room. 
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Virginia drove to Mr. Brinsmade’s. His was one of the 
Union houses which she might visit and not lose her self- 
respect. Like many Southerners, when it became a ques- 
tion of go or stay, Mr. Brinsmade’s unfaltering love for the 
Union had kept him in. He had voted for Mr. Bell, and 
later had presided at Crittenden Compromise meetings. 
In short, as a man of peace, he would have been willing to 
sacrifice much for peace. And now that it was to be war, 
and he had taken his stand uncompromisingly with the 
Union, the neighbors whom he had befriended for so many 
years could not bring themselves to regard him as an. 
enemy. ’ He never hurt their feelings; and almost as 
soon as the war began he set about that work which has 
been done by self-denying Christians of all ages, — : the relief 
of suffering. He visited with comfort the widow and the 
fatherless, and many a night in the hospital he sat through 
Beside the dying, Yankee and Rebel alike, and wrote their 
last letters home. 

And Yankee and Rebel alike sought his help and coun- 
sel in time of perplexity or trouble, rather than hot- 
headed advice from their own leaders. 

Mr. Brinsmade’s own carriage was drawn up at his door, 
and that gentleman himself standing on the threshold. 
He came down his steps bareheaded in the wet to hand 
Virginia from her carriage. 

Courteous and kind as ever, he asked for her father and 
her aunt as he led her into the house. However such 
men may try to hide their own trials under a cheerful 
mien, they do not succeed with spirits of a kindred 
nature. With the others, who are less generous, it mat- 
ters not. Virginia was not so thoughtless nor so selfish 
that she could not perceive that a trouble had come to 
this good man. Absorbed as she was in her own affairs, 
she forgot some of them in his presence. The fire left her 
tongue, and to him she could not have spoken harshly 
even of an enemy. Such was her state of mind, when she 
was led into the drawing-room. Ifrom the corner of it 
Anne arose and came forward to throw her arms around 
her friend. : 
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Even good Mr. Brinsmade smiled at the slip she had 
nearly made. He understood the girl, and admired her. 
He also understood Mrs. Colfax. 

‘‘I will drive to the Arsenal with you, Jinny,’ \ he 
answered. know Captain Lyon, and we shall find out 
.certainly,” 

“You will do nothing of the kind, sir,” said Virginia, 
with emphasis. “ Had I known this — about John, I 
should not have come.” 

He checked her with a gesture. What a gentleman of 
the old school he was, with his white rufiied shirt and his 
black stock and his eye kindling with charity. 

“ My dear,” he answered, “ Nicodemus is waiting. I was 
just going myself to ask Captain Lyon about John.” 

Virginia’s further objections were cut short by the vio- 
lent clanging of the door-bell, and the entrance of a tall, 
energetic gentleman, whom Virginia had introduced to lier 
as Major Sherman, late of the army, and now president of 
the Fifth Street Railroad. The Major bowed and shook 
hands. He then proceeded, as was evidently his habit, 
directly to the business on which he was come. 

“Mr. Brinsmade,” he said, “ I heard, accidentally, half 
ail hour ago that you were seeking news of your son. I 
regret to say, sir, that the news I have will not lead to a 
knowledge of his whereabouts. But in justice to a young 
gentleman of this city I think I ought to tell you what 
happened at Camp Jackson.” 

“i shall be most grateful, Major. Sit down, sir.” 

But the Major did not sit down. He stood in the mid- 
dle of the room. With some gesticulation which added 
greatly to the force of the story, he gave a most terse and 
vivid account of Mr. John’s arrival at the embankment 
by the grove — of his charging a whole regiment of Union 
volunteers. Here was honesty again. Mr. Sherman did 
not believe in mincing matters even to a father and 
sister. ' 

“And, sir,” said he, “you may thank the young man 
who lives next door to : you — Mr. . Brice, I believe- — to 
saving your son’s life.” ' / 
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comer by the Catherwoods’ house. And, worst of all, she 
remembered many spiteful remarks she had made, even to 
Anne, the gist of which had been that Mr. Brice was better 
at preaching than at fighting. She knew now — and she 
had known in her heart before — that this was the great- 
est injustice she could have done him. ■ ' 

“But Jack? What did Jack do?” 

It was Anne who tremblingly asked the Major. But 
Mi*. Sherman, apparently, was not the man to say that 
Jack would have shot Stephen had he not interfered. 
That was the ugly part of the story. John would have 
shot the man who saved his life. To the day of his death 
neither Mr. Brinsmade nor his wife knew this. But while 
Mr. Brinsmade and Anne had gone upstairs to the sick- 
bed, these were the tidings the Major told Virginia, who 
kept it in her heart. The reason he told her was because 
she had guessed a part of it. 

Nevertheless Mr. Brinsmade drove to the Arsenal with 
her that Saturday, in his own carriage. Forgetful of his 
own grief, long habit came to him to talk cheerily with 
her. He told her many little anecdotes of his travel, but 
not one of them did she hear. Again, at the moment w^hen 
she thought her belief in Clarence and her love for him at 
last secure, she found herself drawing searching compari- 
sons between him and the quieter young Bostonian. In 
spite of herself she had to admit that Stephen’s deed was 
splendid. Was this disloyal ? She flushed at the thought. 
Clarence had been capable of the deed, — even to the 
rescue of an enemy. But — alas, that she should carry it 
out to a remorseless end — would Clarence have been equal 
to keeping silence when Mr. Brinsmade came to him ? 
Stephen Brice had not even told his mother, so Mr. Briiis- 
made believed. 

As if to aggravate her torture, Mr. Brinsmade’s talk 
drifted to the subject of young Mr. Brice. This was but 
natural. He told her of the brave struggle Stephen had 
made, and how he had earned luxuries, and often neces- 
sities, for his mother by writing for the newspapers. 

“Often,” said Mr. Brinsmade, “often I have been 
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unable to sleep, and have seen the light in Stephen’s room 
until the small hours of the morning.” 

‘vOh, Mr. Brinsmade,” cried Virginia. Can’t you tell 
me soinething bad about him? Just once.” 

The good gentleman started, and looked searchingly 
at the girl by his side, flushed and confused. Perhaps he 
thought — ^but how can we tell what he thought? ' How 
can we guess that our teachei'S laugh at our pranks after 
they have caned us for them? We do not remember that 
our parents have once been young themselves, and that 
some word or look of our own brings a part of their past 
vividly before them. Mr. Brinsmade was silent, but he 
looked out of the carriage window, away from Virginia. 
And presently, as they splashed through the mud near the 
Arsenal, they met a knot of gentlemen in state uniforms on 
their way to the city. Nicodemus stopped at his master’s 
signal. Here was George Catherwood, and his father was 
with him. 

“They have released us on parole,” said George. “Yes, 
we had a fearful night of it. They could not have kept 
us — they had no quarters.” 

How changed he was from the gay trooper of yestei^dayf 
His bright uniform was creased and soiled and muddy, his 
face unshaven, and dark rings of weariness under his eyes. 

“ Do you know if Clarence Colfax has gone home ? ” 
Mr. Brinsmade inquired. 

“Clarence is an idiot,” cried George, ill-naturedly. 
“Mr. Brinsmade, of all the prisoners here, he refused to 
take the parole, or the oath of allegiance. He swears 
he will remain a piisoner until he h exchanged.''^ 

“The young man is Quixotic,” declared the elder Cath- 
erwood, who was not himself in the best of humors. 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Brinsmade, with as much severity as 
he was ever known to use, “sir, I honor that young man 
for this more than I can tell you. Nicodemus, you may 
drive on.” And he slammed the door. 

Perhaps George had caught sight of a face in the depths 
of the carriage, for he turned purple, and stood staring on 
the pavement after his choleric parent had gone on. 
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It was done. Of all the thousand and more young men 
who had upheld the honor of their state that week, tlier4 
was but the one who chose to remain in durance vile 
within the Arsenal wall — Captain Clarence Colfax, late 
of the Dragoons. 

Mr. Briiismade was rax3idly admitted to the Arseiial, 
and treated with the respect which his long service to the 
city deserved. He and Virginia were shown into the 
bare military room of the eommandmg officer, and thither 
presently came Captain Lyon himself. Virginia tingled 
witl^. antagonism when she saw this man who had made 
the city tremble, who had set an iron heel on the flaming 
brand of her Cause. He, too, showed the marks of his 
Herculean labors, but only on his clothes and person. 
His long red hair was unbrushed, his boots covered with 
black mud, and bis coat unbuttoned. His face was ruddy, 
and his eye as clear as though he had arisen from twelve 
hours’ sleep. He bowed to Virginia (not too politely, 
to be sure). Her own nod of bare recognition did not 
seem to trouble him. 

‘‘Yes, sir,” he said incisively, in response to Mr. Brins- 
made’s question, “we are forced to retain Captain Colfax, 
He prefers to remain a prisoner until he is exchanged. 
He refuses to take the oath of allegiance to the United 
States.” 

“ And why should he be made to, Captain Lyon ? In 
what way has he opposed the United States troops? ” 

It was Virginia who spoke. Both looked at her in 
astonishment. 

“You will pardon me, Miss Carvel,” said Captain Lyon, 
gravely, “if I refuse to discuss that question with yon.” 

Virginia bit her tongue. 

“ I understand that Mr. Colfax is a near relative of yours, 
Miss Carvel,” the Captain continued. “His friends may 
come here to see him dming'the day. And I believe it is 
not out of place for me to express my admiration of the 
Captain’s conduct. You may care to see him now — ” 

“ Thank you,” said Virginia, curtly. 

“ Orderly, my respeote to Captain Colfax, and ask him if 
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he will be kind enough to come in here. Mr. Brinsmade/’ 
said the Oaptain, ‘‘I should like a few words with you, sir.’’ 

And so, thanks to the Captain’s delicacy, when Clarence 
arrived he found Virginia alone. She was much agitated. 
She ran toward him as he entered the door, calling his 
name. 

“ Max, you are going to stay here ? ” 

“ Yes, until I am exchanged.” 

Aglow with admiration, she threw herself into his arms. 
Now, indeed, was she proud of him. Of all the thousand 
defenders of the state, he alone was true to his principles 
—to the South. Within sight of home, he alone had 
chosen privation. 

She looked up into his face, which showed marks of 
excitement and fatigue. But above all, excitement. She 
knew that he could live on excitement. The thought came 
to her — was it that which sustained him now? She put 
it away as treason. Surely the touch of this experience 
would transform the boy into the man. This was the weak 
point in the armor which she wore so bravely for her cousin. 
He had grown up to idleness. He had known neither care 
nor responsibility. His one longing from a child had been 
that love of fighting and adventure which is born in the 
race. Until this gloomy day in the Arsenal, Virginia had 
never characterized it as a love of excitement — -as any- 
thing which contained a selfish element. She looked up 
into his face, I say, and saw that which it is given to a 
woman only to see. His eyes burned with a light that was 
far away. Even with his arms around her he seemed to 
have forgotten her presence, and that she had come all the 
way to the Arsenal to see him. Her hands dropped limply 
from his shoulders. She drew away, as he did not seem to 
notice. 

So it is with men. Above and beyond the sacrifice of a 
woman’s life, the joy of possessing her soul and affection, 
is something more desirable still — fame and glory — -per- 
sonal fame and gloiy. The woman may share them, of 
course, and be content with the radiance. When the 
Governor is making his inauguration speech, does he 
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always think of the help the little wife has given Mm? 
And so, in moments of excitement, when we see far ahead 
into a glorious future, we do not feel the arms about us, 
or value the sweets which, in more humdrum days, we 
labored so hard to attain, ' 

Virginia drew away, and the one searching glance she 
gave him he did not see. He was staring far beyond. 
Tears started in her eyes, and she turned from him to look 
out over the Arsenal grounds, still wet and heavy with the 
night’s storm. The day itself was dark and damp. She 
thought of the supper cooking at home. It would not be 
eaten now. 

And yet, in that moment of bitterness Virginia loved 
bim. Such are the ways of women, even of the proudest, 
who love their country too. It was but right that he 
should not think of her when the honor of the South was 
at stake ; and the anger that rose within her was against 
those nine hundred and ninety-nine who had weakly ac- 
cepted the parole. 

‘•‘Why did Uncle Comyn not come? asked Clarence. 

He has gone to Jefferson City, to see the Governor.” 

And you came alone ? ” 

‘‘No, Mr. Brinsmade brought me.” 

“And mother?” 

She was waiting for that question. What a relief that 
it should have come among the first. 

“ Aunt Lillian feels very badly. She was in her room 
when I left. She was afraid ” (Virginia had to smile), “she 
was afraid the Yankees would kill you.” 

“They have behaved very well for Yankees,” replied he. 
“ No luxury, and they will not hear of my having a servant* 
They are used to doing their own work. But they have 
treated me much better since I refused to take their abomi- 
nable oath.” 

“ And you will be honored for it when the news reaches 
town.”'.. 

“ Do you think so, Jinny ? ” Clarence asked eagerly. “ I 
reckon they will think me a fool.” 

“I should like to hear any one say so,” she flashed out 
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said Virginia^ omr friends will force them to release 
you. I do not know much about law. ■ But you have done 
nothing to be imprisoned for.” 

Clarence did not answer at once. Finally he said:~ 

I do not want to be released.” 

You do not want to be I’eleased ! ” she repeated. 

he said. They can exchange me. If I remain 
a prisoner, it will have a greater effect — -for the South.” 

She ’ smiled again, this 'time at ' the boyish touch of 
heroics. Experience, responsibility, and he would get over 
that. She remembered once, long ago, when his mother 
had shut him ^'up in his room for a punishment, and he had 
tortured her by remaining there for two whole days. 

It was well on in the afternoon when she drove back to 
the city with Mr. Brinsmade. Neither of them had eaten 
since morning, nor had they even thought of hunger, Mr. 
Brinsmade was silent, leaning back in the corner of the 
carriage, and Virginia absorbed in her own thoughts. 
Drawing near the city, that dreaded sound, the rumble of 
drums, roused them. A shot rang out, and they were 
jerked violently by the starting of the horses. As they 
dashed across Walnut at Seventh came the fusillade. Vir- 
ginia leaned out of the window. Down the vista of the 
street was a mass of blue uniforms, and a film of white 
smoke hanging about the columns of the old Presbyterian 
Church. Mr. Brinsmade q[uietly drew her back into the 
carriage. 

The shots ceased, giving place to an angry roar that 
struck terror to her heart that wet and lowering afternoon. 
The powerful black horses galloped on, Nicodemus tugging 
at the reins, and great splotches of mud flying in at the 
windows. The roar of the crowd died to an ominous 
moaning behind them. Then she knew that Mr. Brins- 
made was sj)eaking: — 

“From battle and murder, and from sudden death — 
from all sedition, privy conspiracy, and rebellion, — Good 
Lord, deliver us.”\' 

He was repeating the Litany- — that Litany which had 
come down through the ages. They had chanted it in 
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CromwelFs time, when homes were ruined and laid waste, 
and innocents slaughtered. They had chanted it on the 
dark, barricaded stairways of mediaeval Paris, through St. 
Bartholomew’s night, when the narrow and twisted streets 
ran with blood. They had chanted it in ancient India, and 
now it was heard again in the New World and the New 
Republic of Peace and Good Will. 

Rehellion! The girl flinched at the word which the 
good gentleinan had uttered in his prayers. Was she a 
traitor to that flag for which her people had fought in 
three wars? Rebellion! She burned to blot it forever 
from the book. Oh, the bitterness of that day, which was 
a prophecy of the bitterness to come. 

Rain was dropping as Mr, Brinsmade escorted her up 
her own steps. He held her hand a little at parting, and 
bade her be of good cheer. Perhaps he guessed something 
of the trial she was to go through that night, alone with 
her aunt, Clarence’s mother. Mr. Brinsmade did not go 
directly home. He went first to the little house next door 
to his. Mrs. Brice and Judge Whipple were in the parlor. 
What passed between them there has not been told, but 
presently the Judge and Mr. Brinsmade came out together 
and stood a long time in the yard, conversing, heedless of 
the rain. 
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‘^De Geii’ral done gib out er procrmation, Miss Jinny,’’ 
he cried. ^‘ De Gen’ral done say in dat procrmation dat 
he ain’t got no control ober de Dutch soldiers.” 

Mrs. Colfax fainted. 

^ Oh Miss Jinny, ain’tyou gwineter Glencoe ? Ain’t yon 
gwineter flee away? Every fambly on dis here street’s 
gwine away — is packin’ up fo’ de country. Doaii’t you 
hear ’em, Miss Jinny? What’ll your pa say to Ned e£ he 
ain’t make you clear out ! Doan’t you hear de carridges 
a-rattlin’ off to de country ? ” 

Virginia rose in agitation, yet trying to be calm, and 
to remember that the safety of the household depended 
upon her alone. That was her thought, — bred into her 
by generations, — the safety of the household, of the hum- 
blest slave whose happiness and welfare depended upon 
her father’s bounty. How she longed in that instant for 
her father or Captain Lige, for some man’s strength, to 
depend upon. Would there be wisdom in flight? 

you want to go, Ned ?” she asked. She has seen 
her aunt swoon before, and her maid Susan knows well 
what to do. ‘‘Do you want to go, Ned?” 

“Laws Mussy, no, Miss Jinny. One nigger laik me 
doan’t make no difference. Mj^ Marsa he say : ‘ Whaffor 
you leave ma house to be ramsacked by de Dutch?’ 
What I gwineter answer? Oh Miss Jinny, you an’ Miss 
Lill an’ Mammy Easter an’ Susan’s gwine with Jackson, 
an’ de othah iiiggahs can walk. Ephum an’ me’ll jes’ put 
up de shutters an’ load de Colonel’s gun.” 

By this time the room was filled with excited negroes, 
some crying, and some laughing hysterically. Uncle Ben 
had come in from the kitchen; Jackson was there, and the 
women were a wailing bunch in the corner by the side- 
boai'd. Old Ephum, impassive, and Ned stood together. 
Virginia’s eye rested upon them, and the light of love and 
affection was in it. She went to the window. Yes, car- 
riages were indeed rattling outside, though a sharp shower 
was falling. Across the street Alphonse, M. Renault’s 
butler, was depositing bags and bundles on the steps. 
M. Renault himself bustled out into the rain, gesticulating 


THE CEISIS 

tis morth, P“‘ to 

foS of“I„r” n. “f “'f toSL3”fS 

her a„„t ™ over to 

;?»“■* yoSsomSto?? ‘■'“i “vived 

as to leave us at such a tS ” so thoughtle^, 

Virginia, with a calmness th<rt maf ^^ghtened,” said 
anger. «It is probablTonlv Trt Sr 

je 0„,e. 

A ;;.s 1“““ “ 

believed devoutly that Iip w went. And 

t«ee aoy „r„re“^ "'“'■W n.«r see hi, 

hS o’? “““““‘S thich'™””^®’®’ **"'• Col- 

tttsf t-iSi “i". pS“i 

too nLfthe'citf."’ WEh fran? f ^ Thl^ff 

■»»?r of thisit tZ^L ,T“ '^e Je“? y! 

in for the nio-ht E/., •* there, and would takc^ 

PriTOto carrilf, - .nfSr 1 ““ ■»*. are p“ to*'® 

Uaoh *iveto\,e“2Si'’X!> ®«™^to.d hK.’”%S 

wmps over galloping horses. 


% 


■; " THE ' STAMPEDE , 313 

PedestriaBS are hurrying by with bundles under their arms, 
some running east, and some west, and some stopping to 
discuss excitedly the chances of each direction. From the 
river comes the hoarse whistle of the boats brealdng the 
Sabbath stillness there. It is a panic to be remembered, 

Virginia leaned against the iron railing of the steps, 
watching the scene, and waiting for Ned to return from 
Mr. Brinsmade’s. Her face was troubled, as well it might 
be. The most alarming reports were cried up to her from 
the street, and she looked every moment for the black 
smoke of destruction to appear to the southward. Around 
her were gathered the Carvel servants, most of them cry- 
ing, and imploring her not to leave them. And when 
Mrs. Colfax’s trunk was brought down and placed in the 
carriage where three of them might have ridden to safety, 
a groan of despair and entreaty rose from the faithful 
group that went to her heart. 

Miss Jinny, you ain’t gwineter leave yo’ oF mammy?” 

Hush, Mammy,” she said. No, you shall all go, if 
I have to stay myself. Ephum, go to the livery stable 
and get another carriage.” 

She went up into her own deserted room to gather the 
few things she would take with her — the little jewellery 
case with the necklace of pearls which her great-grand* 
mother had worn at her wedding. Rosetta and Mammy 
Easter were of no use, and she had sent them downstaim 
again. With a flutter she opened her w^ardrohe door, 
to take one last look at the gowns there. You will pardon 
her. They were part of happier days gone by. She fell 
down on her knees and opened the great drawer at the 
bottom, and there on the top lay the dainty gown which 
had belonged to Dorothy Manners. A tear fell upon one 
of the flowers of the stays. Irresistibly pressed into her 
mind the memory of Anne’s fancy dress ball, — of the 
episode by the gate, upon which she had thought so often 
with burning face. 

The voices below grow louder, but she does not hear. 
She is folding the gown hurriedly into a little package. 
It was her great-grandmother’s; her chief heirloom after 


314 


THE CEISIS 


■‘the pearls. ; Silk and '.satin from Paris are left behind. 
With one glance at the bed in, which she had slept since 
childhood, and at the picture over it which had been her 
mother’s, she hurries downstairs. And Dorothy Manners’s 
gown is under her arm. On the landing she stops to 
brush her eyes with her handkerchief. If only her father 
■ were here ! ■ 

Ah, here is Ned back again. Has Mr. Brinsmade come? 
What did he say? Ned simply pointed out a young man 
standing on the steps behind the negroes. Crimson stains 
were on Virginia’s cheeks, and the package she carried 
under her arm was like lead. The young man, although 
he showed no signs of excitement, reddened too as he 
came forward and took off his hat. But the sight of him 
had a curious effect upon Virginia, of which she was at 
first unconscious. A sense of security came upon her as 
she looked at his face and listened to his voice. 

“ Mr, Brinsmade has gone to the hospital, Miss Carvel,” 
he said. “Mrs. Brinsmade asked me to come here with 
your man in the hope that I mmht persuade you to stay 
where you are.” 

“ Then the Germans are not moving on the city ? ” she 
said. 

In spite of himself, Stephen smiled. It was that smile 
that angered her, that made her rebel against the advice 
he had to offer; that made her forget the insult he had 
risked at her hands by coming there. For she believed 
him utterly, without reservation. The moment he had 
spoken she was convinced that the panic was a silly scare 
which would be food for merriment in future years. And 
yet — was not that smile in derision of herself — of her 
friends who were running away? Was it not an assump- 
tion of Northern superiority, to be resented? 

“ It is only a malicious rumor, Miss Carvel,” he answered. 

“ You have been told so upon good authority, I suppose,” 
she said dryly. And at the change in her tone she saw 
his face fall. 

“I have not,” he replied honestly, “hut I will submit it 
to your own judgment. Yesterday General Harney super- 
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seded Captain Lyon in command in St. Louis. Some 
citizens of prominence begged the General to send the 
troops away, to avoid further ill-feeling and perhaps — 
bloodshed.” (They both winced at the word.) ‘‘Colonel 
Blair represented to the General that the troops could not 
be sent away, as they had been enlisted to serve only in 
St. Louis ; whereupon the General in his proclamation 
states that he has no control' over these Home Guards. 
That sentence has been twisted by some rascal into a con- 
fession that the Home Guards are not to be controlled. I 
can assure you, Miss Carvel,” added Stephen, speaking 
with a force which made her start and thrill, “I can assure 
you from a personal knowledge of the German troops that 
they are not a riotous lot, and that they are under perfect 
control. If they were not, there are enough regulars in 
the city to repress them.” 

He paused. And she was silent, forgetful of the hub- 
bub around her. It was then that her aunt called out to 
her, with distressing shrillness, from the carriage : — 

“ Jinny, Jinny, how can you stand there talking to young 
men when our lives are in danger?” 

She glanced hurriedly at Stephen, who said gently: — 

“I do not wish to delay you, Miss Carvel, if you are 
bent upon going.” 

She wavered. His tone was not resentful, simply quiet. 
Eplium turned the corner of the street, the perspiration 
running on his black face. 

“ Miss Jinny, dey ain’t no carridges to be bad in this town. 
Nohn, not for fifty dollars.” 

This was the occasion for another groan fz'om the negroes, 
and they began once more to beseech her not to leave them. 
In the midst of their cries she heax'd her aunt calling from 
the carriage, where, beside the trunk, there was Just room 
for her to squeeze in. 

“Jinny,” cried that lady, frantically, “are you to go or 
stay? The Hessians will be here at any moment. Oh, I 
cannot stay here to be murdered!” 

Unconsciously the girl glanced again at Stephen. He 
had not gone, but was still standing in the rain on the steps* 
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the one figure of strength and coolness she bad seen this 
afternoon. Distractedvshe blamed the fate which had made 
this man an enemy. How willingly would she have leaned 
upon such as he, and submitted to his guidance. 

Unluckily at that moment came down the street a group 
which had been ludicrous on any other da}^ and was, in 
truth, ludicrous to Stephen then. At the head of it was a 
little gentleman with red mutton-chop whiskers, hatless, in 
spite of the rain beginning to fall. His face was the very 
caricature of terror. His clothes, usually neat, were awry, 
and his arms were full of various things, not the least con- 
spicuous of which was a magnificent bronze clock. It was 
this object that caught Vmginia’s eye. But years passed 
before she laughed over it. Behind Mr. Cluyme (for it 
was he) trotted his family. Mrs. Cluyme, in a pink wrapper, 
carried an armful of the family silver ; then came Belle with 
certain articles of feminine apparel which need not be 
enumerated, and the three small Cluymes of various ages 
brought up the rear. 

Mr. Cluyme, at the top of his speed, was come opposite 
to the carriage when the lady occupant got out of it. 
Clutching at his sleeve, she demanded where he was going. 
The bronze clock had a narrow escape. 

‘‘To the river,” he gasped. “To the river, madam ! ” 
His wife coming after him had a narrower escape still. 
Mrs. Colfax retained a handful of lace from the wrapper, 
the owner of which emitted a shriek of fright. 

“Virginia, I am going to the river,” said Mrs. Colfax. 
“You may go where you choose. I shall send the carriage 
back for you. Ned, to the levee ! ” 

Ned did not lift a rein. 

“ What, you black rascal ! You won’t obey me ! ” 

Ned swung on his seat. “No, indeedy, Miss Lilly, I 
ain’t a-gwine ’thout young Miss. The Dutch kin cotch 
me an’ hang me, but I ain’t a-gwine ’thout Miss Jinny.” 

Mrs. Colfax drew her shawl about her shoulders with 
dignity. 

“Very well, Virginia,” she said. “Ill as I am, I shall 
walk. Bear witness that I have spent a precious hour 
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trying to save you. If I live to see your father again, 1 
shall tell him that you preferred to stay here and carry on. 
disgracefully with a Yankee^ that you* let your own aunt 
risk her life alone in the rain. Come, Susan!” 

Virginia was very pale. She did not run down the 
steps, but she caught her aunt by the arm ere that lady 
had taken six paces. The girl’s face frightened Mrs. Colfax 
into submission, and she let herself be led back into the car- 
riage beside the trunk. Those words of Mrs. Colfax’s stung 
Stephen to righteous anger and resentment— for Virginia. 
As to himself, he had looked for insult. He turned to go 
that he might not look upon her confusion ; and hanging 
on the resolution, swung on his heel again, his eyes blaz- 
ing. He saw in hers the deep blue light of the skies after 
an evening’s storm. She was calm, and save for a little 
quiver of the voice, mistress of herself as she spoke to the 
group of cowering servants. 

Mammy,” she said, ‘‘get up on the box with Ned. 
And, Ned, walk the horses to the levee, so that the rest 
may follow. Ephiim, you stay here with the house, and I 
will send Ned back to keep you company.” 

With these words, clasping tightly the precious little 
bundle under her arm, she stepped into the carriage. 

Heedless of the risk he ran, sheer admiration sent Stephen 
to the carriage door. 

“If I can be of any service, Miss Carvel,” he said, “I 
shall be happy.” 

She glanced at him wildly. 

“ No,” she cried, “ no. Drive on, Ned ! ” 

And as the horses slipped and started she slammed the 
door in his face. 

Down on the levee wheels rattled over the white stones 
washed clean by the driving rain. The drops pelted the 
chocolate water into froth, and a blue veil hid the distant 
bluffs beyond the Illinois bottom-lands. Down on the 
levee rich and poor battled for places on the landing-stages, 
and would have thrown themselves into the flood had there 
been no boats to save them from the dreaded Dutch. 
Attila and his Huns wei’e not more feared. Oh, the mystery 
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Bellegarde, Captain Vance gave Mrs. Colfax Tiis arm^ 
and Virginia his eyes. He escorted the ladies to quarters 
in the texas, and presently was heard swearing prodig- 
iously as the boat was cast off. It was said of him that 
he could turn an oath better than any man on the river, 
which was no mean reputation. 

Mrs. Colfax was assisted to bed by Susan. Virginia 
stood by the little window of the cabin, and as the Barham 
patldled and floated down the river she looked anxiously 
for signals of a conflagration. Nay, in that hour she 
wished that the city might burn. So it is that the best of 
us may at times desire misery to thousands that our own 
malice may be fed. Virginia longed to see the yellow 
flame creep along the wet, gray clouds. Passionate tears 
came to her eyes at the thought of the humiliation she 
had suffered, — and before Am, of all men. Could she 
ever live with her aunt after what she had said? Carry- 
ing on with that Yankee ! ” The horrible injustice of it I 

Her anger, too, was still against Stephen. Once more 
he had been sent by circumstances to mock her and her 
people. If the city would only burn, that his cocksure 
judgment might for once be mistaken, his calmness for 
once broken I 

The rain ceased, the clouds parted, and the sun turned 
the muddy river to gold. The bluffs shone May-green in 
the western flood of light, and a haze hung over the bot- 
tom-lands. Not a sound disturbed the quiet of the city 
receding to the northward, and the rain had w^ashed the 
pall of smoke from over it. On the boat excited voices 
died down to natural tones ; men smoked on the guards 
and promenaded on the hurricane deck, as if this were 
some pleasant excursion. Women waved to the other 
boats flocking after. Laughter was heard, and joking. 
Mrs. Colfax stirred in her berth and began to talk. 

Virginia, where are we going 

Virginia' did not move. 

Jinny I ” 

She turned. In that hour she remembered that great 
good-natured man, her mother’s brother, and for liis sake 
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goin\ or cared m lie added, with a ghastly effort 
to. be geiiiaL ' ■ ■ 

Do you care ? ’’ she demanded, curiously* 

Eliphalet grinned. 

‘^Not a great deal,’’ he said. Then he felt called upon 
to defend himself. ‘‘I didn’t see any use in gettiiV 
murdered, when I couldn’t do anything.” 

She left him. He stared after her up the com- 
panionway, bit off a generous piece of tobacco, and 
ruminated. If to be a genius is to possess an infinite 
stock of patience, Mr. Hopper was a genius. There was 
patience in his smile. But it was not a pleasant smile 
to look upon. 

Virginia did not see it. She had told her aunt the 
news, and stood in the breeze on the hurricane deck 
looking southward, with her hand shading her eyes. The 
happened to be a boat with a record, and 
her name was often in the papers. She had already 
caught up with and distanced others which had had '.laif 
an hour’s start of her, and was near the head of the 
procession. 

Virginia presently became aware that peoi)le were 
gathering around her in knots, gazing at a boat coining 
toward them. Others had been met which, on learning 
the dread news, turned back. But this one kept her bow 
steadily up the current, although she had passed within a 
biscuit-toss of the leader of the line of refugees. It was 
then that Captain Vance’s hairy head appeared above the 
deck.' ■ ' 

^^ Dang me !” he said, ‘Hf here ain’t pig-headed Brent, 
steaming the Jewanita straight to destruction.” 

Oh, are you sure it’s Captain Brent ? ’’ cried Virginia. 

The Captain looked around in surprise. 

** If that there was Shreve’s old JEnterprise come to life 
again, I’d lay cotton to sawdust that Brent had her. 
Danged if ho wouldn’t take her right into the jaws of 
the Dutch.” 

The Captain’s words spread, and caused considerable 
excitement. On board the Barbara Lam were many 
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wliicli Virginia used to get her aunt up and dressed. 
That lady, when she had heard the whistle and the gongs, 
had let her imagination loose.. Turning her face to the 
wall, she was in the act of repeating her prayers as her 
iiieoe entered; 

A big stevedore carried her down two decks to where 
the gang-plank was thrown across. Captain Lige himself 
was at the other end. His face lighted. Pushing the 
people aside, he rushed across, snatched the lady from the 
negro’s arms, crying : — 

‘‘Jinny ! Jinny Carvel ! Well, if this forttmate I 

The stevedore’s services were required for Mammy 
Easter, And behind the burly shield thus formed, a 
stoutish gentleman slipped over, all unnoticed, with a 
carpet-bag in his hand. It bore the initials JS. IT. 

The plank was drawn in. The great wheels began to 
turn and hiss, the Barbara's passengers waved good-by 
to the foolhardy lunatics who had elected to go back into 
the jaws of destruction. Mrs. Colfax was put into a cabin ; 
and Virginia, in a glow, climbed with Captain Lige to the 
hurricane deck. There they stood for a while in silence, 
watching the broad stern of the Barbara growing smaller. 

“ J ust to think,” Miss Carvel remarked, with a little 
hysterical sigh, “just to think that some of those people 
brought bronze clocks instead of tooth-brushes.” 

“ And what did you bring, my girl ? ” asked the Cap- 
tain, glancing at the parcel she held so tightly under her 
arm. 

He never knew why she blushed so furiously. 


CHAPTER XXII 


THE STRAINING OF ANOTHEli FRIENDSHIP 

CapTxIin Ligb asked but two questions : where was 
the Colonel, and was it true that Clarence had refused to 
be paroled? Though not possessing over-fine suscepti- 
bilities, the Captain knew a inud-drum from a lady’s 
watch, as he himself said. In his solicitude for Virginia, 
he saw that she was in no state of mind to talk of the 
occurrences of the last few days. So he helped her to 
climb the little stair that winds to the top of the texas, 
— that sanctified roof where the pilot-house squats. The 
girl clung to her bonnet. Will you like her any the less, 
when you know that it was a shovel bonnet, with long 
red ribbons that tied under her chin? It became her 
wonderfully. ^tCaptain Lige,” she said, almost tearfully, 
as she took his arm, “how I thank heaven that you came 
up the river this afternoon I ” 

“Jinny,” said the Captain, “did you ever know why 
cabins are called sfaierooms ” 

“ Why, no,” answered she, puzzled. 

“There w^as an old fellow named Shreve who ran steam- 
boats before Jackson fought the redcoats at New Orleans. 
In Shreve’s time the cabins were curtained off, just like 
these new-fangled sleeping-car berths. The old man built 
wooden rooms, and he named them after the different 
states, Kentuck, and Illinois, and Pennsylvania. So that 
when a fellow came aboard he’d say : ‘ What ^tate am I 
in, Cap?’ And from this river has the name spread all 
over the world— That’s mighty 
said Captain Lige. , 

“Yes,” said Virginia C why didn’t you tell me long 
ago?” 
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, ' ^^Aiid' I’ll bet you' can’t 'say,” the Captain contmued, 
^‘why this hoiise we’re standing on is called the texas.” 

“ Because it is annexed to the states,” she replied, quick 
as.' a. flash. 

“Well, you’re hright^^^ said he.. “Old Tufts got that 
notion, when Texas came in. Like to see Bill Jenks ? ” 

“ Of course,” said Virginia. 

Bill J enks was Captain Brent’s senior pilot. His skin 
hung on his face in folds, like that of a rhinoceros. It 
was very much the same color. His grizzled liair was all 
lengths, like a worn-out mop ; his hand reminded one of 
an eagle’s claw, and his teeth were a pine yellow. He 
greeted onl}^ such people as he deemed worthy of notice, 
but he had held Virginia in his arms. 

“ William,” said the young lady, roguishly, “ how is the 
eye, location, and memory ? ” 

William abandoned himself to a laugh. When this 
happened it was put in the Juanita's log. 

“ So the Cap’ll be still harpin’ on that? ” he said. “ Miss 
Jinny, he’s just plumb crazy on a pilot’s qualifications.” 

He says that you are the best pilot on the river, but I 
don’t believe it,” said Virginia. 

William cackled again. He made a place for her on the 
leather-padded seat at the back of the pilot house, where 
for a long time she sat staring at the flag trembling on the 
jackstaff between the great sombre pipes. The sun fell 
down, but his light lingered in the air above as the big 
boat forged abreast the foreign city of South St. Louis. 
There was the arsenal, grim despite its dress of green, 
where Clarence was confined alone. ^ 

Captain Lige came in from his duties below. “ Well, 
Jinny, we’ll soon be at home,” he said. “ We’ve made a 
quick trip against the rains.” 

“ And — and do you think the city is safe ? ” 

“ Safe ! ” he cried. “ As safe as London I ” He checked 
himself. “ Jinny, would you like to blow the whistle ? ” 
“I should just love to,” said Virginia. And following 
Mr. Jenks’s directions she put her toe on the tread, and 

shrank back when the monster responded with a snort 
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And so the whole miserable tale has to be told over again, 
between laughter and tears on Virginia’s part, and laiigli- 
ter and strong language on Colonel Carvel’s. What a 
blessing that Lige met them, else the Colonel might now 
be starting for the Cumberland River in search of his 
daughter. The Captain does not take much part in the 
conversation, and he refuses the cigar which is offered him. 
Mr. Carvel draws back in surprise. 

Lige,” he says, “ this is the first time to my knowledge,” 

“ I smoked too many last night,” says the Captain. 

The Colonel sat down, with his feet against the mantel, 
too full of affairs to take much notice of Air. Brent’s 
apathy. 

‘‘ The Yanks have taken the first trick — that’s sure,” 
he said. But I think we’ll laugh last, Jinny. Jefferson 
City isn’t precisely quiet. The state has got more militia, 
or will have more militia in a day or two. We won’t 
miss the thousand they stole in Camp Jackson. They’re 
organizing up there. And I’ve got a few commissions 
right here,” and he tapped his pocket. 

Pa,” said Virginia, did you volunteer ? ” 

The Colonel laughed. 

The Governor wouldn’t have me,” he answered. ‘‘ He 
said I was more good here in St. Louis. I’ll go later. 
What’s this I hear about Clarence ?” 

Virginia related the occurrences of Saturday. The 
Colonel listened with many exclamations, slapping his 
knee from time to time as she proceeded. 

By gum ! ” he cried, when she had finished, “ the boy 
has it in him, after all ! They can’t hold him a day — -can 
they, Lige? ” (No answer from the Captain, who is eat- 
ing his breakfast in silence.) All that we have to do is 
to go for Worington and get a hahem corpm from the 
United States District Court. Come on, Lige.” 

The Captain got up excitedly, his face purple. 

/‘ I reckon you’ll have to excuse me, Colonel,” he said. 

There’s a cargo on my boat which has got to come off.” 

And without more ado he left the room. In constema- 
tion they heard the front door close behind him. And yet, 
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neitEer father nor daughter dared in that hour add to the 
trial of the other by speaking out the dread that was in 
their hearts. The Colonel smoked for a while, not a word 
escaping him, and then he patted Virginia’s cheek, 

I reckon ril run over and see Russell, Jinny,” he 
said, striving to be cheerful. “ We must get the boy out. 
ril see a lawyer.” He stopped abruptly in the hall and 
pressed his hand to his forehead. “ My God,” he whis- 
pered to himself, “ if I could only go to Silas ! ” 

The good Colonel got Mr. Russell, and they went to 
Mr. Worington, Mrs. Colfax’s lawyer, of whose polities 
it is not necessary to speak. There was plenty of excite- 
ment around the Government building where his Honor 
issued the writ. There lacked not gentlemen of influence 
who went with Mr. Russell and Colonel Carvel and the 
lawyer and the Commissioner to the Arsenal. They w’^ere 
admitted to the presence of the indomitable Lyon, who 
informed them that Captain Colfax was a prisoner of war, 
and, since the ax'senal was Government property, not in 
the state. The Commissioner thereupon attested the affi- 
davit to Colonel Carvel, and thus the application for the 
writ was made legal. 

These things the Colonel reported to Virginia; and to 
Mrs. Colfax, who received them with red eyes and a thou- 
sand queries as to whether that Yankee ruffian would pay 
any attention to the Sovereign law which he pretended to 
uphold ; whether the Marshal would not be cast over the 
Arsenal wall by the slack of his raiment when lie went to 
serve the writ. This was not the language, but the pur- 
port, of the lady’s questions. Colonel Carvel had made 
but a light breakfast : he had had no dinner, and little 
rest on the train. But he answered his sister-in-law with 
unfailing courtesy. He was too honest to express a hope 
which he did not feel. He had returned that evening to 
a dreary household. During the day the servants had 
straggled in from Bellegarde, and Virginia had had pre- 
pared those dishes which her father loved. Mrs. Colfax 
chose to keep her room, for which the two were silently 
thankful. Jackson announced supper. The Colonel was 
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liiimmiiig a tune as lie went down the stairs, but Virginia 
was not deceived. He would not see the yearning in her 
eyes as he took his chair ; he would not glance at Captain 
Lige’s empty seat. It was because he did not dare. She 
caught her breath when she saw that the food on his plate 
lay untouched. 

“ Pa, are you ill ? ” she faltered. *■ 

He pushed his chair away, such suffering in Ms look as 
she had never seen. 

“Jinny,” he said, “ I reckon Lige is for the Yankees.” 

“ I have known it all along,” she said, but faintly. 

“ Did he tell you ? ” her father demanded. 

“No.” 

“My God,” cried the Colonel, in agony, “to think that 
he kept it from me ! to think that Lige kept it from rne ! ” 

“It is because he loves you. Pa,” answered the girl, 
gently, “it is because he loves us.” 

Pie said nothing to that. Virginia got up, and went 
softly around the table. She leaned over his shoulder, 

“Pal” , 

“ Yes,” he said, his voice lifeless. 

But her courage was not to be lightly shaken. 

“ Pa, will you forbid him to come here — now ? ” 

A long while she waited for his answer, while the big 
clock ticked out the slow seconds in the hall, and her 
heart beat wildly. 

“No,” said the Colonel. “As long as I have a roof, 
Lige may come under it.” 

He rose abruptly and seized his hat. She did not ask 
him where he was going, but ordered Jackson to keep the 
supper warm, and went into the drawing-room. The 
lights were out, then, but the great piano that was her 
mother’s lay open. Her fingers fell upon the keys. That 
wondrous hymn which Judge Whipple loved, which for 
years has been the comfort of those in distress, floated 
softly with the night air out of the open window. It was 
“Lead, Kindly Light.” Colonel Carvel heard it, and 
paused. 

Shall we follow him ? 
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He did not stop again until he reached the narrow street 
at the top of the levee bank, where the quaint stone houses 
of the old French residents were being loaded wdtli wares. 
He took a few steps back — up the hill. Then he wheeled 
about, walked swiftly down the levee, and on to the land- 
ing-stage beside which the big Juanita loomed in the night. 
On her bows was set, fantastically, a yellow street-car. 

The Colonel stopped mechanically. Its unexpected 
appearance there had served to break the current of his 
meditations. He stood staring at it, while the roustabouts 
passed and repassed, noisily carrying great logs of wood 
on shoulders padded by their woollen caps. 

“That’ll be the first street-car used in the city of New 
Orleans, if it ever gets there, Colonel.” 

The Colonel jumped. Captain Lige was standing be- 
side him. 

“ Lige, is that you ? We waited supper for you.” 

“ Reckon ril have to stay here and boss the cargo all 
night. Want to get in as many trips as I can before — 
navigation closes,” the Captain concluded significantly. 

Colonel Carvel shook his head. “You were never too 
busy to come for supper, Lige. I reckon the cargo isn’t 
all.” 

Captain Lige shot at him a swift look. He gulped. 

“ Come out here on the levee,” said the Colonel, sternly. 

They walked out together, and for some distance in 
silence. 

“ Lige,” said the elder gentleman, striking his stick on 
the stones, “ if there ever was a straight goer, that’s you. 
You’ve always dealt squarely with me, and now I’m going 
to ask you a plain question. Are you North or South ? ” 

“I’m North, I reckon,” answered the Captain, bluntly. 

The Colonel bowed his head. It was a long time before 
be spoke again. The Captain waited like a man who 
expects and deserves the severest verdict. But there was 
no anger in Mr. Carvel’s voice — only reproach. 

“And you wouldn’t tell me, Lige? You kept it from 
me.” 

“ My God, Colonel,” exclaimed the other, passionateljq 
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“ liow could I ? I owe what I have to your charity.' 
But for you and — and Jinny I should have gone to the 
devil. If you and she are taken away, what have I left 
in life? I was a coward, sir, not to tell 3'OU. You must 
have guessed it. And yet, — God help me, — I can’t 
stand by and see the nation go to pieces. Your nation as 
well as mine, Colonel. Your fathers fought that we Amevi- 
cans might inherit the earth — ” He stopped abruptly. 
Then he continued haltingly, Colonel, I know you’re a 
man of strong feelings and convictions. All I ask is that 
you and Jinny will think of me as friend — ” 

He choked, and turned away, not heeding the direction 
of his feet. The Colonel, his stick raised, stood looking 
after him. He was folded in the near darkness before he 
called his name. 

“Lige !” 

“Yes, Colonel.” 

He came back, wondering, across the rough stones until 
he stood beside the tall figure. Below them, the lights 
glided along the dark water. 

“Lige, didn’t I raise you? Haven’t I taught you that 
my house was your home ? Come back, Lige. But — 
but never speak to me again of this night ! Jinny is 
waiting for us.” 

Not a word passed between them as they went up the 
quiet street. At the sound of their feet in the entry the 
door was flung open, and Virginia, with her hands out- 
stretched, stood under the hall light. 

“ Oh, Pa, I knew you would bring him back,” she said. 
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bosom friends to cry with her. When the last of the 
callers was gone, Virginia was admitted to her aunt’s 
presence..' 

Aunt Lillian, to-morrow morning Pa and I are going 
to the Arsenal with a basket for Max. Pa seems to think 
there is a chance that he may come back with us. You 
will go, of course.” 

The lady smiled wearily at the proposal, and raised her 
hands in protest, the lace on the sleeves of her dressing- 
gown falling away from her white arms. 

“ Go, my dear ? ” she exclaimed, “’ when I can’t walk to 
my bureau after that terrible Sunday. You are crazy, 
Jinny. No,” she added, with conviction, “ I never again 
expect to see him alive. Comyn says they may release 
him, does he ? Is he turning Yankee, too ? ” ' 

The girl went a\vay, not in anger or impatience, but in 
sadness. Brought up to reverence her elders, she had 
ignored the shallowness of her aunt’s character in happier 
days. But now Mrs. Colfax’s conduct carried a proph- 
ecy with it. Virginia sat down on the landing to ponder 
on the years to come,—~on the pain they were likely to 
bring with them from this source — Clarence gone to the 
war ; her father gone (for she felt that he would go in 
the end), Virginia foresaw the lonely days of trial in 
company with this vain woman whom accident made her 
cousin’s mother. Ay, and more, fate had made her the 
mother of the man she was to marry. The girl could 
scarcely bear the thought — through the hurry and swing 
of the events of two days she had kept it from her iiiincl. 
But now — Clarence was to be released. To-moiTow he 
would be coming home to her joyfully for his re^vard, and 
she did not love him. She was bound to face that again 
and again. She had cheated herself again and again with 
other feelings. She had set up intense love of country in 
the shrine where it did not belong, and it had answered — 
for a while. She saw Clarence in a hero’s light — until 
a fatal intimate knowledge made her shudder and draw 
back. And yet her resolution should not be water. 
She would carry it through. 
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A skiff ! ” lie exclaimed, and the river this liigb. ! A 
skiff’ ! 

Virginia clasped his arm in terror. 

Is there danger ? ” 

Before he could answer came the noise* of steps from 
the direction of the river, and a number of people hurried 
up excitedi3^ Colonel Carvel recognized Mr. Worington, 
the lawj^er, and caught him by the sleeve. 

‘‘Anything happened? ” he demanded. 

Worington glanced at the sentry, and pulled the Col- 
onel past the entrance and into the street. Virginia and 
Captain Lige followed. 

“ They have started across with him in a light skiff — four 
men and a captain. The young fool ! W e had him rescued.” 

“ Rescued ! ” 

“Yes. There w^ere but five in the guard. And a lot 
of us, who suspected what they wvere up to, were standing 
around. When we saw ’em come down, we made a rush 
and had the guard overpowered. But Colfax called out 
to stand back.” 

“ Well, sir.” 

“Cuss me if I undei’stand him,” said Mr. Worington, 
“ He told us to disperse, and that he proposed to remain 
a prisoner and go where they sent him.” 

There was a silence. Then — 

“ Move on please, gentlemen,” said the sentry, and they 
started to walk to wai'd the car line, the lawyer and the 
Colonel together. Virginia put her hand through the 
Captain’s arm. In the darkness he laid his big one over it. 

“ Don’t you be frightened, Jinny, at what I said. I 
reckon they’ll fetch up in Illinois all right, if I knowr 
Lyon, There, there,” said Captain Lige, soothingiy. 
Virginia was crying softly. She had endured, more in 
the past few days than often falls to the lot of one-and- 
twenty. “There, there, Jinny.” He felt like crying 
himself. He thought of the many, many times he had 
taken her on his knee and kissed her tears. He might 
do that no more, now. There was the young Captain, a 
prisoner on the great black river, who had a better right. 
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Elijah Brent wondered, as they ^¥aited in the silent street 
for the lonely car, if Clarence loved her as well as he. 

It was very late when they reached home, and Virginia 
went silently up to her room. Colonel Carvel stared 
grimly after her, then glanced at his friend as lie turned 
down the lights. The eyes of the two met, as of old, in 
true understanding. 

The sun was still slanting over the tops of the houses 
the next morning when Virginia, a ghostly figure, crept 
down the stairs and withdrew the lock and bolt on the 
front door. The street was still, save for the twittering 
of birds and the distant rumble of a cart in its early 
rounds. The chill air of the morning made her shiver as 
she scanned the entry for the newspaper. Dismayed, she 
turned to the clock in the hall. Its hands were at quar- 
ter past five. 

She sat long behind the curtains in her father’s little 
library, the thoughts whirling in her brain as she watched 
th3 growing life of another day. What would it bring 
forth? Once she stole softly back to the entry, self- 
indulgent and ashamed, to rehearse again the bitter and 
the sweet of that scene of the Sunday before. She sum- 
moned up the image of the young man who had stood on 
these steps in front of the frightened servants. She 
seemed to feel again the calm power and earnestness of 
his face, to hear again the clear-cut tones of his voice as 
he advised her. Then she drew back, frightened, into 
the sombre library, conscience-stricken that she should 
have yielded to this temptation then, when Clarence — 
She dared not follow the thought, but she saw the light 
skiff at the mercy of the angry river and the dark night. 
This had haunted her. If he were spared, she prayed for 
strength to consecrate herself to him, it A book lay on the 
table, and Virginia took refuge in it. And her eyes, 
glancing over the pages, rested on this verse : — 

“Thy voice is heard thro* rolling drums, 

That beat to battle where he stands; 

Thy face across his fancy comes, 

And gives the battle to his hands.” 
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The papeivbrouglit no news, nor mentioned the ruse 
to which Captain Lyon had resorted to elude the writ by 
transporting his prisoner to Illinois. Newspapers were 
not as alert then as now. Colonel Carvel was off early 
to the Arsenal in search of tidings. He would not hear 
of Virginia’s going wdth him. Captain Lige, with a 
surer instinct, went to the river. What a morning of 
suspense I Twice Virginia was summoned to her aunt, 
and twice she made excuse. It was the Captain who 
returned first, and she met him at the door. 

‘^Oh, what have you heard?” she cried, 

“ He is alive,” said the Captain, tremulously, alive and 
well, and escaped South.” 

She took a step toward him, and swayed. The Captain 
caught her. For a brief instant he held her in his arms, 
and then he led her to the great armchair that was the 
Colonel’s. 

“Lige,” she said, “are you sure that this is not — a 
kindness?” 

“No, Jinny,” he answered quickly, “but things were 
mighty close. I was afraid last night. The river was 
roarin’. They struck out straight across, but they drifted 
and drifted like log-wood. And then she began to fill, 
and all five of ’em to bail. Then — then she went down. 
The five soldiers came up on that bit of an island below 
the Arsenal. They hunted all night, but they didn’t find 
Clarence. And they got taken off to the Arsenal this 
morning.” 

“ And how do you know ? ” she faltered. 

“I knew that much this morning,” he continued, “and 
so did your pa. But tiie Andrew Jachson is just in from 
Memphis, and the Captain tells me that he spoke the 
Memphis packet Cape Girardeau, and that Clarence 
was aboard. She picked him up by a miracle, after he 
had just missed a round trip through her wheel-house.” 
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ance of Miss Carvel did not awe them — they were blind 
to all manly sensations. The Colonel’s house, alas, was one 
of many in Glencoe written down in red ink in a book at 
headquarters as a place toward which the feet of the young* 
men strayed. Good evidence was handed in time and time 
again that the young men had come and gone, and red- 
faced commanding officers cursed indignant subalterns, 
and implied that Beauty had had a hand in it. ^ Councils 
of war were held over the advisability of seizing Mr. 
Carvel’s house at Glencoe, but proof was lacking until one 
rainy night in June a captain and ten men spurred up the 
drive and swung into a big circle around the house. The 
Captain took off his cavalry gauntlet and knocked at the 
door, more gently than usual. Miss Virginia was home, 
so Jackson said. The Captain was given an audience more 
formal than one with the queen of Prussia could have been. 
Miss Carvel was infinitely more haughty than her Majesty. 
Was not the Captain hired to do a degrading service? 
Indeed, he thought so as he followed her about the house, 
and he felt like the lowest of criminals as he opened a 
closet door or looked under a bed. He was a beast of 
the field, of the mire. How Virginia shrank from him 
if he had occasion to pass her ! Her gown would have 
been defiled by his touch. And yet the Captain did not 
smell of beer, nor of sauerkraut ; nor did he swear in any 
language. He did his duty apologetically, but he did it. 
He pulled a man (aged seventeen) out from under a great 
hoop skirt in a little closet, and the man had a pistol that 
refused its duty when snapped in the Captain’s face. 
This was little Spencer Catherwood, just home from a 
military academy. 

Spencer was taken through the rain by the chagrined 
Captain to the headquarters, where he caused a little 
embarrassment. No damning evidence was discovered on 
his person, for the pistol had long since ceased to be a 
firearm. And so after a stiff lecture from the Colonel he 
was finally given back into the custody of his father. 

the pickets, the young men filtered through 
daily, — or rather nightly. Presently some of them began 
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wind, wlio^ Union beyond his own life, was 

thrust down again. A mutual agreement was entered 
into between the Governor and' the old Indian fighter in 
command of the Western Department, to respect each 
other. A trick for the Rebels. How Lyon cliafed, and; 
paced the Arsenal walks while he might have saved the 
state. 'Then two' gentlemen went to Washington, and' 
the next thing that happened was Brigadier General 
Lyon, Commander of the Department of the West, 

Would General Lyon confer with the Governor of 
Missouri ? Yes, the General would give the Governor a 
safe-conduct into St. Louis, but his Excellency must come 
to the General. His Excellency came, and the General 
deigned to go with the Union leader to the Planters’ 
House. Conference, five hours ; result, a vSafe-coTidiict 
for the Governor back. And this is how General 
Lyon ended the talk. His words, generously preserved 
by a Confederate colonel who accompanied his Excel- 
lency, deserve to be writ in gold on the Kational 
Annals. 

‘‘Rather than concede to the state of Missouri the 
right to demand that my Government shall not enlist 
troops wd thin her limits, or bring troops into the state 
whenever it pleases; or move its troops at its own will 
into, out of, or through, the state; rather than concede 
to the state of Missouri for one single instant the right 
to dictate to my Government in any matter, however 
unimportant,' I would” (rising and pointing in turn to 
every one in the room) “ see you, and you, and you, and 
you, and every man, woman, and child in this state, dead 
and buried. ” Then, turning to the Governor, he continued, 
“This means war. In an hour one of my ofBcers will 
call for you and conduct you out of my lines.” 

And thus, without another word, without an inclination 
of the head, he turned upon his heel and strode out of the 
room, rattling bis spurs and clanking his sabre. 

It did mean war. In less than two months that indom- 
itable leader was lying dead beside Wilson’s Creek, among 
the oaks on Bloody Hill. What he would have been to 
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tliis Union, had God spared him, we shall never know. 
He saved Missouri, and won x^espect and love from the 
brave men who fought against him. 

Those first fierce battles in the state I What prayers 
rose to heaven, and cui*ses sank to hell, when the news of 
them came to the city by the river I Flags were made 
by loving fingers, and shirts and bandages. Trembling 
young ladies of Union sympathies presented colors to 
regiments on the Arsenal Green, or at Jefferson Bar- 
racks, or at Camp Benton to the northwest near the Fair 
Grounds. And then the regiments marched through the 
streets with bands playing that march to which the words 
of the Battle Hymn were set, and those bright ensigns 
snapping at the front ; bright now, and new, and crimson. 
But soon to be stained a darker red, and rent into tatters, 
and finally brought back and talked over and cried over ; 
and tenderly laid above an inscription in a glass case, to 
be revered by generations of Americans to come. What 
can stir the soul more than the sight of those old flags, 
standing in ranks like the veterans they are, whose duty 
has been nobly done? The blood of the color-sergeant 
is the i^e, black now with age. But where are the tears 
of the sad women who stitched the red and the white and 
the blue together ? 

The regiments mai'ched through the streets and aboard 
the boats, and pushed off before a levee of waving hand- 
kerchiefs and flags. Then heart-breaking suspense. Later 
— much later, black headlines, and grim lists three col- 
umns long, — three columns of a blanket sheet! ‘‘The 
Oity of Alton has arrived with the following Union dead 
and wounded, and the following Confederate wounded 
(prisoners).” Why does the type run together? 

In a never-ceasing procession they steamed up the 
river ; those calm boats which had been wont to carry 
the white cargoes of Commerce now bearing the red 
cargoes of war. And they bore away to new battle- 
fields thousands of fresh-faced boys from Wisconsin 
and Michigan and Minnesota, gathered at Camp Benton. 
Some came back with their color gone and their red 
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Greeks sallow and bearded and sunken* Others came 
not back at all. 

^ Stephen Brice, with a pain over his heart and a lump 
in his throat, walked on the pavement beside his old com- 
pany, but his look avoided their faces. He wrung Rich- 
ter’s hand on the landing-stage. Richter was now a captain. 
The good German’s eyes were filled as he said good-by. 

‘‘ You will come, too, my friend, when the country needs 
you,” he said. Now ” (and he shrugged his shoulders), 

now have we many with no cares to go* I have not even 
a father — ” And he turned to Judge Whipple, who was 
standing by, holding out a bony hand. 

God bless you, Carl,” said the Judge. And Carl could 
scarce believe his eai’S. He got aboard the boat, her decks 
already blue with troops, and .as she backed out with her 
whistle screaming, the last objects he saw -were the gaunt 
old man and the broad-shouldered young man side by side 
on the edge of the landing. 

Stephen’s chest heaved, and as he walked back to the 
office with the Judge, he could not trust himself to speak* 
Back to the silent office where the shelves mocked them* 
The Judge closed the ground-glass door behind him, and 
Stephen sat until five o’clock over a book. No, it was 
not Whittlesey, but Hardee’s ‘^Tactics,” He shut it 
with a slam, and went to Verandah Hall to drill recruits 
on a dusty floor, — narrow-chested citizens in suspenders, 
who knew not the first motion in right about face. T ox 
Stephen was an adjutant in the Home Guards — what 
was left of them. 

One we know of regarded the going of the troops and 
the coming of the wounded with an equanimity truly 
philosophical. WJien the regiments passed Carvel & 
Company on their way riverward to embark, Mr. Hopper 
did not often take the trouble to rise from his chair, nor 
was he ever known to go to the door to bid them God- 
speed. This was all very well, because they were Union 
regiments. But Mr. Hopper did not contribute a horse, 
nor even a saddle-blanket, to the young men who went 
away secretly in the night, without fathers or mothers or 
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gentleman looked ont of the window. He was thinking 
of a day, before the Mexican War, when his young wife 
had sat in the very chair filled by Mr. Hopper now. 

These notes cannot be met,” he repeated, and his voice 
was near to breaking. 

The flies droning in the hot office made the only sound. 
Outside the partition, among the bales, was silence. 

Colonel,” said Mr. Plopper, with a remarkable ease^ I 
calTate these notes can be met.” 

The Colonel jumped as if he had heard a shot, and one 
of the notes fell to the floor. Eliphalet picked it up 
tenderly, and held it. 

What do you mean, sir ? ” Mr. Carvel cried. “ There 
isn’t a bank in town that will lend me money. I— I 
haven’t a friend— a friend I may ask who can spare it, 
sir.” 

Mr. Hopper lifted up his hand. It was a fat hand. 
Suavity was come upon it like a new glove and changed 
the man. He was no longer cringing. Now he had 
poise, such poise as we in these days are accustomed to 
see in leather and mahogany offices. The Colonel glared 
at him uncomfortably. 

I will take up those notes myself, sir,” 

‘‘ You!"'' cried the Colonel, incredulously, P" 

We must do Eliphalet justice. There was not a deal 
of hypocrisy in his liature, and now lie did not attempt 
the part of Samaritan. He did not beam upon the 
Colonel and remind him of the day on which, homeless 
and friendless, he had been frightened into his store by 
a drove of mules. No. But his day, — the day toward 
which he had striven unknown and unnoticed for so many 
years ^ — the day when he would laugh at the pride of those 
who had ignored and insulted him, was dawning at last. 
When we are thoughtless of our words, we do not reckon 
with that spark in little bosoms that may burst into flame 
and burn us. Not that Colonel Carvel had ever been 
aught but courteous and kind to all. His station in life 
had been Ms offence to Eliphalet, who strove now to hide 
an exultation that made him tremble. 
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‘VWliat do yon mean, sir ?’’ demanded the Colonel^ 
again. 

callate that I can gather together enough to meet 
the notes, Colonel. Just a little friendly transaction.” 

Here followed an interval of sheer astonishment for 
Mr. Carvel. 

You have this money ? ” he said at length. 

Mr. Hopper nodded. 

And you will take my note for the amount ? ' 

“Yes, sir.” 

The Colonel pulled his goatee, and sat back in his chair, 
trying to face the new light in which he saw his manager. 
He knew well enough that the man was not doing this 
out of charity, or even gratitude. He reviewed his whole 
career, from that first morning when he had carried bales 
to the shipping room, to his replacement of Mr. Hood, and 
there was nothing with which to accuse him. He remem- 
bered the warnings of Captain Lige and Virginia. He 
could not in honor ask a cent from the Captain now. He 
would not ask his sister-in-law, Mrs. Colfax, to let him 
touch the money he had so ably invested for her ; that little 
which Virginia’s mother had left the girl was sacred. 

Night after night Mr. Carvel had lain awake with the 
agony of those Eastern debts. Not to pay was to tarnish 
the name of a Southern gentleman. He could not sell 
the business. His house would bring nothing in these 
times. He rose and began to pace the floor, tugging at 
his chin. Twice he paused to stare at Mr. Hopper, who sat 
calmly on, and the third time stopped abruptly before him. 

“See here,” he cried. “ Where the devil did you get 
this money, sir ? ” 

Mr. Hopper did not rise. 

“ I haven’t been extravagant, Colonel, since I’ve worked 
for you,” he said. “ It don’t cost me much to live. I’ve 
been fortunate in investments. ” 

The furrows in the Colonel’s brow deepened. 

“You offer to lend me five times more than I have ever 
paid you, Mr. Hopper. Tell me how you have made 
this money before I accept it,” 
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Eliplialet had never been able to meet that eye since he 
had known it. He did not meet it now. But he went 
' to his desk, tod drew a long sheet of paper from a jjigeoii- 
"hole. 

‘‘ These be some of my investments,” he answered, with 
just a tinge of surliness. “I calTate theyll stand inspec- 
tion. I ain’t forcing you to take the money, sir,” lie 
flared up, all at once. “I’d like to save the business.’^ 

Mr. Carvel was disarmed. He went unsteadily to Ms 
desk, and none save God knew the shock that his pride 
received that day. To rescue a name which had stood 
untarnished since he had brought it into the world, he 
drew forth some blank notes, and filled them out. But 
before he signed them he spoke: — 

“You are a business man, Mr. Hopper,” said he, 
“ And as a business man you must know that these notes 
will not legally hold. It is martial law. The courts are 
abolished, and all transactions here in St. Louis .are 
invalid.” 

Eliplialet was about to speak. 

“ One moment, sir,” cried the Colonel, standing up and 
towering to his full height. “ Law or no law, you shall 
have the money and interest, or your security, which is 
this business. I need not tell you, sir, that my word is 
sacred, and binding forever upon me and mine.” 

“I’m not afraid, Colonel,” answered Mr. Hopper, with 
a feeble attempt at geniality. He was, in truth, awed at 
last. , ■ 

“ You need not be, sir ! ” said the Colonel, with equal 
force. “ If you were — this instant you should leave this 
place.” He sat down, and continued more calmly : “It 
will not be long before a Southern Army marches into St, 
Louis, and the Yankee Government submits.” He leaned 
forward. “Do you r•eckon we can hold the business 
together until then, Mr. Hopper ? ” 

God forbid that we should smile at the Colonel’s simple 
faith. And if Eliphalet Hopper had done so, liis history 
would have ended here. 

“Leave that to me, Colonel,” he said soberly. 
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, Then came the reaction. , .The good Colonel sighed as 
he signed away that business which had been an honor 
to the city where it was founded. I thank heaven that 
we are not concerned with the details of their talk that 
day. Why should wa wish to know the rate of interest 
on those notes, or the time ? It was war-time. 

Mi% Hopper filled out his check, and presently departed. 
It was the signal for the little force which remained to 
leave. Outside, in the store, Ephuin paced uneasily, won- 
dering why his master did not come out. Presently he 
crept to the door of the office, pushed it open, and beheld 
Mr. Carvel with his head bowed down in his hands. 

Marse Comyn ! ” he cried, Marse Comyn I 

The Colonel looked up. His face was haggard. 

“Marse Comyn, you know what I done promise young 
Miss long time ago, befo’ — befo’ she done left us ? ’’ 

^^Yes, Ephum.” 

He saw the faithful old negro but dimly. Faintly he 
heard the pleading voice. 

Marse Comyn, won’ you give Ephum a pass down 
river, ter fotch Cap’n Lige ? ” 

‘‘Ephum,” said the Colonel, sadly, ‘‘I had a letter 
from the Captain yesterday. He is at Cairo. His boat 
is a Federal transport, and he is in Yankee pay.” 

Ephum took a step forward, appealingly. “But de 
Caphi’s yo’ friend, Marse Comyn. He ain’t never fo’get 
what you done f o’ him, Marse Comyn. He ain’t in de 
army, suh.” 

“’And I am the Captain’s friend, Ephum,” answered the 
Colonel, quietly. “ But I will not ask aid from any man 
employed by the Yankee Government. No — not from my 
own brother, who is in a Pennsylvania regiment.” 

Ephum shuffled out, and his heart was lead as he closed 
the store that night. 

Mr. Hopper has boarded a Fifth Street car, which jangles 
on with many halts until it comes to Bremen, a German 
settlement in the north of the city. At Bremen great 
droves of mules fill the street, and crowd the entrances of 
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the sale stables there. Whips are cracking like pistol 
shots. Gentlemeii with the yellow cavalry stripe of the 
United States Army are pushing to and fro among the 
drivers and the owners^ and fingering the frightened ani- 
mals. A herd breaks from the confusion and is driven 
like a whirlwind down the street, dividing at the Market 
House. They are going to board the Government trans- 
port — to die on the battlefields of Kentucky and Missouri. 

Mr. Hopper alights from the car v xth comp^lacency. He 
stands for a while on a cornei', against the hot building, 
surveying the busy scene, unnoticed. Mules I Was it 
not a prophecy, — that drove which sent him into Mr. 
CarveFs store ? , 

Presently a man with a gnawed yellow mustache and 
a shifty eye walks out of one of the offices, and perceives 
our friend. 

“ Howdy, Mr. Hopper ? ” says he. 

Eliphalet extends a hand to be squeezed and returned. 

“ Got them vouchers ? ’’ he asks. He is less careful of . 
his English here. 

Wal, I jest reckon,” is the answer. The fellow was 
interrupted by the appearance of a smart young man in a 
smart uniform, who wore an air of genteel importance. 
He could not have been more than two and twenty, and 
his face and manners were those of a clerk. The tan of 
field service was lacking on his cheek, and he was black 
under the eyes. 

Hullo, Ford,” he said, jocularly. 

“Howdy, Gap,” retorted the other. “Wal, suh, that 
last lot was an extrtf^ fo’ sure. As clean a lot as ever I 
seed. Not a lump on ’em. Gov’ment ain’t cheated much 
on them there at one-eighty a head, I reckon.” 

Mr. Ford said this with such an air of conviction and 
such a sober face that the Captain smiled. And at the 
same time he glanced down nervously at the new line of 
buttons on his chest. 

“I guess I know a mule from a Newfoundland dog by 
this time,” said he. 

“Wal, I jest reckon,” asserted Mr. Ford, with a loud 



350 


THE CBISIS 

laugh. ‘‘ Cap’n Wentworth, allow me to make yon 
acquainted with Mr. ■ Hopper® ^ Mr. Hopper, Cap’n 
Wentworth/’ 

The Captain squeezed Mr. Hopper’s hand with fervor. 
^^You interested in mules, Mr. Hopper?” asked the 
military man. 

‘‘ I don’t caFlate to be,” said Mr. Hopper. Let us 
hope that our worthy has not been presented as being 
wholly without a sense of humor. He grinned as he 
looked upon this lamb in the uniform of Mars, and added, 
I’m just naturally patriotic, I guess. Cap’n, ’ll you 
have a drink?” 

And a segar,” added Mr. Ford. 

“ Just one,” says the Captain. “It’s d — -d tiresome 
lookin’ at mules all day in the sun.” 

Well for Mr. Davitt that his mission work does not 
extend to Bremen, that the good man’s charity keeps him 
at the improvised hospital down town. Mr. Hopper has 
resigned the superintendency of his Sunday School, it is 
true, but he is still a pillar of the church. 

The young officer leans against the bar, and listens to 
stories by Mr. Ford, which it behooves no church mem- 
bers to hear. He smokes Mr. Hopper’s cigar and drinks 
his whiskey. And Eliphalet understands that the good 
Lord put some fools into the world in order to give the 
smart people a chance to practise their talents. Mr. 
Hopper neither drinks nor smokes, but he uses the spittoon 
with more freedom in this atmosphere- 

When at length the Captain has marched out, with a 
conscious but manly air, Mr. Hopper turns to Ford — 
“Don’t lose no time in presenting them vouchers at 
headquarters,” says he- “Money is worth something 
now. And there’s grumbling about this Department in 
the Eastern papers. If we have an investigation, we’ll 
whistle. How much to-day ? ” 

“Three thousand,” says Mr. Ford. He tosses off a 
pony of Bourbon, but his face is not a delight to look upon. 
“Hopper, you’ll be a d— d rich man some day.” 

“I cal’iate to.” 
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CHAPTER II 


KEWS FROM CLARBKOl 

The epithet aristoerat may become odious and fatal 
on the banks of the Mississippi as it was on the banks of 
the Seine. Let no man deceive himself ! These are fear’* 
ful times. Thousands of our population, by the sudden 
stoppage of businevss, are thrown out of employment. 
When gaunt famine intrudes upon their household, it is 
but natural that they should inquire the cause. Hunger 
began the French Revolution.’’ 

Virginia did not read this editorial, because it appeared 
in that abhorred organ of the Mudsills, the MiB^ouri 
Democrat, The wheels of fortune were turning rapidly 
that first hot summer of the war time. Let us be thank- 
ful that our flesh and blood are incapable of the fury of 
the guillotine. But when we think calmly of those days, 
can we escape without a little pity for the aristocrats? 
Do you think that many of them did not know hunger 
and want long before that cruel war was over ? 

How bravely tliey met the grim spectre which crept so 
insidiously into their homes I 

‘‘ Virginia, child,” said Mrs. Colfax, peevishly, one morn- 
ing as they sat at breakfast, ‘‘why do you persist in 
wearing that old gown ? It has gotten on my nerves, my 
dear. You really must have something new made, even 
if there are no men here to dress for.” 

“Aunt Lillian, you must not say such things. I do 
not think that I ever dressed to please men.” 

“Tut, tut, my dear, we all do. I did, even after 1 
married your uncle. It is natural. We must not go 
shabby in such times as these, or be out of fashion. Did 
you know that Prince Napoleon was actually coming 
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here for a visit this autumn^?’- . We must be ready for 
him. I am having a fitting at Miss Elder^s to-day/’ 

Virginia ^ was learning patience.. . She did mot reply 'as 
she poured out her aunt’s coffee. 

. Jinny,” said that lady, ^‘come with nie to Elder’s, and 
I' will give you some gowns. . If Comyn had been .as c.ai'efiil 
of his own money as of mine, you ..could dress decently .” 

‘*^1 think r do dress decently, Aunt Lillian,” answered 
the girl. I do not need the gowns. ■ Give me the money 
you intend to pay for them, and I can use it for a better 
purpose.” 

Mrs. Colfax arranged her lace pettishly. 

“ I am sick and tired of this-.sup)eriorit 5 ', Jinny.” And 
in the same breath. ■ What -would you do -with it? ”. 

Virginia lowered her voice. ■ Hodges goes through the 
lines ^ to-morrow, night. I should' send it to Clarence. ” 

“ But you have no idea where' Clare,noe is.” 

“ 'lio.dges can find him.” 

“ Pshaw I ” exclaimed her aunt,.. “I would .not, trust 
him. How do you know that ..'he will get through, the 
Dutch pickets to. Price’s , 'army? . .Wasn’t .So.uther. .cap- 
tured .last week, and .that rash "letter' of Puss . Russeirs 
to Jack B,rinsmade , published . in the . Demooratf ” She 
laughed at the recollection, and Virginia was fain to 
laugh too, “ Puss hasn’t been, around much since. I 
hope that; will cure her of saying what she thinks of 
people.”. 

“It won’t,” said ^Virginia. 

■ “I’ll save my money until- Price 'drives the Yankees^ 
from' the., state,, .and .Clarence marches into . the ' city at tlie'' 
head of' a regiment,” Mrs., Colfax went on. “It won’t be 
long, now.” ■ ■ 

Virginia’s eyes flashed. ■■ 

.“ Oh,.you can’t have read the papers ! /And don’t you ' 
remember the .letter.' Maude 'had fro,m 'George,? . ..They, 
need, the bare necessities of life,' Aunt Lilliaii, And half 
of - Price’s men have nO' arms at all.” 

“Jackson,” said Mrs. Colfax, “bring me a newspaper#' 
.Is there any' news .to-day ?”■. 

2 a . .. : 
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aiiswered Virginia, quickly, *^Aliwe know is' 
that Lyon has left Springfield to meet our troops, and 
that a great battle is coming. Perhaps — perhaps it is 
being fought to-day /V 

Mrs. Colfax burst into tears. 

Oh, Jinny, she cried, how can you be so cruel I ” 
That very evening a man, tall and lean, but with the 
shrewd and kindly eye of a scout, came into the sitting- 
room with the Colonel and handed a letter to Mrs. Colfax. 
In the hall he slipped into Virginia’s hand another, in a 
‘^Jefferson Davis” envelope, and she thrust it in her 
gown — the girl was on fire as he whispered in her ear 
that he had seen Clarence, and that he was well. In two 
days an answer might be left at Mr. Russell’s house. But 
she must be careful what she wrote, as the Yankee scouts 
were active. 

Clarence, indeed, had proven himself a man. Glory 
and uniform became him well, but danger and depriva- 
tion better. The words he had written, careless and 
frank and boyish, made Virginia’s heart leap with pride. 
Mrs. Colfax’s letter began with the adventure below the 
Arsenal, when the frail skiff had sunk near the island. 
He told how he had heard the captain of his escort sing 
out to him in the darkness, and how he had floated down 
the current instead, until, chilled and weary, he had con- 
trived to seize the branches of a huge tree floating by. 
And how by a miracle the moon had risen. When the 
great Memphis packet bore down upon him, he had been 
seen from her guards, and rescued and made much of ; 
and set ashore at the next landing, for fear her captain 
would get into trouble. In the morning he had walked 
into the country, first providing himself with butternuts 
and rawhide boots and a bowie-knife. Virginia would 
never have recognized her dashing captain of dragoons in 
this guise. 

The letter was long for Clarence, and written under 
great difficulties from date to date. For nearly a month 
he had tramped over mountains and across river bottoms, 
waiting for news of an organized force of resistance in 



NEWS FEOM CLARENCE 


355 


Missouri, Begging his way from cabin to cabin, and 
living on greasy bacon and corn pone, at length be 
crossed the swift Gasconade (so named by the French 
settlers because of its brawling ways) where the bridge of 
the Pacific railroad had been blown up by the Governor’s 
orders. Then he learned that the untiring Lyon had 
steamed up the Missouri and had taken possession of Jef- 
ferson City without a blow, and that the ragged rebel 
force had fought and lost at Booneville. B’^ootsore, but 
undaunted, he pushed on to join the army, which he heard 
was retreating southward along the western tier of coun- 
ties of the state. ' 

On the banks of the Osage he fell in with two other 
young men in as bad a plight as himself. They travelled 
together, until one day some rough farmers with shotguns 
leaped out of a bunch of willows on the borders of a creek 
and arrested all three for Union spies. And they laughed 
when Mr. Clarence tried to explain that he had not long 
since been the dapper captain of the State Dragoons. 

Ilis Excellency, the Governor of Missouri (so acknowd- 
edged by all good Southerners), likewise laughed when 
Mr. Colfax and the two others were brought before him. 
His Excellency sat in a cabin surrounded by a camp 
which had caused the dogs of war to howl for very shame. 

“ Colfax !” cried the Governor. ‘‘A Colfax of St. 
Louis in butternuts and rawhide boots ? ” 

Give me a i^azor,” demanded Clarence, with indigna- 
tion, a razor and a suit of clothes, and I will prove it.” 

The Governor laughed once more. 

“A razor, young man I A suit of clothes ! You know 
not what you ask.” 

‘‘Are there any gentlemen from St. Louis here?” 

George Catherwood was brought in, — or rather what 
had once been George. Now he was a big frontiersman 
with a huge blond beard, and a bowie-knife stuck into his 
trousers in place of a sword. He recognized his young 
captain of dragoons ; the Governor apologized, and Clar- 
ence slept that night in the cabin, llie next day he was 
given a horse, and a bright new rifle which the Gov« 
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the South. If he were fed and clothed like the Yankees, 
we should not be half so proud of him.” 

Why set down for colder gaze the burning words that 
Clarence wrote to Virginia. How she pored over that 
lettei\ and folded it so. that even the candle-droppings 
would not be creased and fall away ! He was happy, 
though wretched because he could not see her. It was 
the life he had longed for. At last (and most pjathetic!) 
he was proving his usefulness in this world. He was no 
longer the mere idler whom she had chidden. 

“Jinny, do you remember saying so many years ago that 
our ruin would come of our not being able to work ? How I 
wish you could see us felling trees to make bullet-moulds, and 
forging slugs for canister, and making cartridges at night with 
our bayonets as candlesticks. Jinny dear, I know that yo^l 
will keep up your courage. I can see you sewing for us, I can 
hear you praying for ns.” 

It was, in truth, how Virginia learned to sew. She had 
always detested it. Her fingers were pricked and sore 
weeks after she began. Sad to relate, her bandages, shirts, 
and havelocks never reached the front, — those havelocks, 
to withstand the heat of the tropic sun, which were made 
in thousands by devoted Union women that first summer 
of the war, to be ridiculed as nightcaps by the soldiers. 
“Why should not our soldiers have them, too?” said 
Virginia to the Russell girls. They were never so happy 
as when sewing on them against the arrival of the Army 
of Liberation, which never came. 

The long, long days of heat dragged slowly, with little 
to cheer those families separated from their dear ones by 
a great army. Clarence might die, and a month — per- 
haps a year — pass without news, unless he were brought 
a prisoner to St. Louis. How Virginia envied Maude 
because the Union lists of dead and wounded would give 
her tidings of her brother Tom, at least I How she cov- 
eted the many Union ’’families, whose sons and brothers 
were at the front, this privilege ! 

We were speaking of the French Revolution, when, as 
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But if the food gives out ? 

Then,” said Miss Renault, in a voice of awe, “ then 
each one of the family is to have just a common army 
ration. They are to be treated as prisoners.” 

‘‘Oh, those Yankees are detestable!” exclaimed Tirginia. 
“ But they shall pay for it. As soon as our army is organ- 
ized and equipped, they shall pay for it ten times over.” 
She tried on the bonnet, conspicuous with its red and white 
ribbons, before the glass. Then she ran to the closet and 
drew forth the white gown with its red trimmings. “ Wait 
for me, Genie,” she said, “and well go down to Pass’s 
house together. It may cheer her to see us.” 

“But not ill that dress,” said Eugenie, aghast. “They 
will arrest you.” 

“ Oh, how I wish they would! ” cried Virginia. And her 
eyes flashed so that Eugenie was frightened. “ How I ivish 
they would! ” 

Miss Renault regarded her friend with something of ad- 
oration from beneath her black lashes. It was about five in 
the afternoon when they started out together under Vir- 
ginia’s white parasol, Eugenie’s slimmer courage upheld by 
her friend’s bearing. We must remember that Virginia 
was young, and that her feelings were akin to those our 
great-grandmothers experienced when the British held New 
York. It was as if she had been born to wear the red and 
white of the South. Elderly gentlemen of Northern per- 
suasion paused in their homeward ivalk to smile in admira- 
tion, -—some sadly, as Mr. Brinsmade. Young gentlemen 
found an excuse to retrace their steps a block or two. But 
Virginia walked on air, and saw nothing. She was between 
fierce anger and exaltation. She did not deign to drop her 
eyes as low as the citizen sergeant and guard in front of 
Puss Russell’s house (these men were only human, after 
all); she did not so much as glance at the curious people 
standing on the corner, who could not resist a murmur of 
delight. The citizen sergeant only smiled, and made no 
move to arrest the young lady in red and white. Nor did 
Puss fling open the blinds and wave at her. 

“ I suppose it’s because Mr. Russell won’t let her,” said 
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Virginia, disconsolately. Genie, letfs go to Headqnar-^ 
ters, and show this Yankee General Fremont that we are 
not afrakl of him.’V 

Eugenie’s breath was taken away by the very boldness of 
this proposition. She looked up timidly into Virginia’s 
face, and hero-worship got the better of prudence. 

The house which General Fremont appropriated for liis 
ise when he came back from Europe to assume coinmand 
hi the West was not a modest one. It still stands, a large 
mansion of brick with a stone front, very tall and very 
wide, with an elaborate cornice and plate-glass windows, 
both tall and broad, and a high basement. Two stately 
stone porches capped by elaborate iron railings adorn it in 
front and on the side. The chimneys are generous and 
proportional. In short, the house is of that type built by 
many wealthy gentlemen in the middle of the century, 
which has best stood the test of time, — the only type 
which, if repeated to-day, would not clash with the archi- 
tectural education which we are receiving. A spacious 
yard well above the pavement surrounds it, sustained by 
a wall of dressed stones, capped by an iron fence. The 
whole expressed wealth, security, solidity, conservatism. 

Alas, that the coal deposits under the black mud of our 
Western states sliould, at length, have driven the owners 
of these houses out of them! They are now blackened, 
almost buried in soot ; empty, or half-tenanted by board- 
ers. Descendants of the old families pass them on their 
way to business or to the theatre with a sigh. The sons 
of those who owned them have built westward, and west- 
ward again, until now they are six miles from the river. 

On that summer evening forty years ago, when Vir- 
ginia and Eugenie came in sight of the house, a scene of 
great animation w'as before them. Talk was rife over 
the commanding general’s pomp and circumstance. He 
had just returned from Europe, where pomp and circum- 
stance and the military were wedded. Foreign officers 
should come to America to teach our army dress and 
manners. A dashing Hungarian commanded the gen- 
eral’s body-guard, which honorable corps was even then 
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drawn up in the street before the house, surrounded at a 
respectable distance by a crowd that feared to jest. They 
felt like it save when they caught the stern military eye 
of the Hungarian captain. Virginia gazed at the glitter- 
ing uniforms, resplendent in the sun, and at the sleek and 
well-fed horses, and scalding tears came as she thought 
of the half-starved rabble of Southern patriots on the 
burning prairies. Just then a sharp command escaped in 
broken English from the Hungarian. The people in the 
yard of the mansion - parted, and the General himself 
walked proudly out of the gate to the curb, where his 
charger was pawing the gutter. As he put foot to the 
stirrup, the eye of the great man (once candidate, and 
again to be, for President) caught the glint of red and 
white on the corner. For an instant he stood transfixed 
to the spot, with one leg in the air. Then lie took it 
down again and spoke to a young officer of his staff, who 
smiled and began to walk toward them. Little Eugenie’s 
knees trembled. She seized Virginia’s arm, and _ whis- 
pered in agony : — 

‘‘Oh, Jinny, you are to be arrested, after all. Oh, I 
wish you hadn’t been so bold ! ” 

“Hush!” said Virginia, as she prepared to slay the 
young officer with a look. She felt like flying at his 
throat, and choking him for the insolence of that smile. 
How dare he march undaunted to within six paces of 
those eyes ? The crowd drew back. But did Miss Car- 
vel retreat ? Not a step. “ Oh, I hope he will arrest 
me,” she said passionately, to Eugenie. “ He will start a 
conflagration beyond the power of any Yankee to quell.” 

But hush! he was speaking. “You are niy prisoners ’V? 
No, those were not the words, surely. The lieutenant 
had taken off his cap. He bowed very low and said : 
“ Ladies, the General’s compliments, and he begs that 
this much of the sidewalk may be kept clear for a few 
'moments.” 

What was left for them, after that, save a retreat ? But 
it was not precipitate. Miss Virginia crossed the street 
with a dignity and bearing which drew even the eyes of 
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the body-gaard to one side* ■ And there she stood haugh- 
tily until thC' guard and the General had thundered away, 

A crowd of black-coated civilians, and quartermasters 
and other officers in uniform, poured out of the basement 
of the house into the yard. One civilian, a youngish man 
a little inclined to stoutness, stopped at the gate, stared, 
then thrust some papers in his pocket and hurried down 
the side street. Three blocks thence he appeared abreast 
of Miss Carvel. More remarkable still, he lifted Ms hat 
clear of his head. Virginia drew back. Mr. Hopper, 
with his newly acquired equanimity and poise, startled 
her. 

May I have the pleasure,” said that gentleman, of 
aecompanyiiig you home ? ” 

Eugenie giggled. Virginia was more annoyed than she 
showed. 

You must not come ont of your way,” she said. Then 
she added : ‘‘I am sure you must go back to the store. 
It is only six o’clock.” 

Had Virginia but known, this occasional tartness in 
her speech gave Eliphalet an infinite delight, even while 
it hurt him. His was a nature which liked to gloat over 
a goal on the horizon. He cared not a whit for sweet 
girls ; they cloyed. But a real lady was something to 
attain. He had revised his vocabulary for just such an 
occasion, and thrown out some of the vernacular. 

Business is not so pressing nowadays, Miss Carvel,” 
he answered, with a shade of meaning. 

“ Then existence must be rather heavy for you,” she 
said. She made no attempt to introduce him to Eugenie. 

‘^If we should have any more victories like Bull Run, 
prosperity will come back with a rush,” said the son of 
Massachusetts. “ Southern Confederacy, wnth Missouri 
one of its stars — industrial development of the South — » 
fortunes in cotton.” 

Virginia turned quickly. “ Oh, how dare you?” she 
cried. “ How dare you speak flippantly of such things ? ” 

His suavity was far from overthrown. 

“Flippantly, Miss Carvel?” said he. “I assure you 
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that I want to see the South win.” What he did not 
know was that words seldom convince women. But he 
added something which reduced her incredulity for the 
time. “Do you cariate,” said he, “that I could work for 
your father, and wish ruin to his country?” 

“ But you are a Yankee born,” she exclaimed. 

“There be a few sane Yankees,” replied Mr. Hopper, 
dryly. A remark which made Eugenie laugh outright, 
and Virginia could not refrain from a smile. 

But much against her will he walked home with her. 
She was indignant by the time she reached Locust Street. 
He had never dared do such a thing before. What had 
got into the man? Was it because he had become a 
manager, and governed the business during her father’s 
frequent absences ? No matter what Mr. Hopper’s poli- 
tics, he would always be to her a low-born Yankee, a 
person wholly unworthy of notice. 

At the corner of Olive Street, a young man walking 
with long strides almost bumped into them. He paused, 
looked back, and bowed as if uncertain of an acknowledg- 
ment. Virginia barely returned his bow. He had been 
very close to her, and she had had time to notice that Ms 
coat was threadbare. When she looked again, he had 
covered half the block. Why should she care if Stephen 
Brice had seen her in company with Mr. Hopper? 

Eliphalet, too, had seen Stephen, and this had added 
zest to his enjoyment. It was part of the fruits of his 
reward. He wished in that short walk that he might meet 
Mr. Cluyme and Belle, and every man and woman and 
child in the city whom he knew. From time to time he 
glanced at the severe profile of tlie aristocrat beside him 
(he had to look up a bit, likewise), and that look set him 
down among the beasts of prey. For she was his rightful 
prey, and he meant not to lose one tittle of enjoyment in 
the progress of the game. Many and many a night in the 
bare little back room at Miss Crane’s Eliphalet had gloated 
over the very event which was now come to pass. Not a 
step of the way but what he had lived through before. 
The future is laid open to such men as he* Since he had 
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irst seeii' the blaek cloud of war rolling up froiU' the 
South, a hundred tiines had he rehearsed the scene with 
Colonel Carvel which had actually taken place a week 
before. A hundred times had he prepared his speech and 
manner for this first appearance in public with ¥irginia 
after he had forced the right to walk in her company. 
The words he had prepared — commonplace, to be sure, 
but carefully chosen — flowed from his lips in a continual 
nasal stream. The girl answered absently, her feminine 
instinct groping after a reason for it all. She brightened 
when she saw her father at the door ; and, saying good- 
by to Eugenie, tripped up the steps, bowing to Eliphalet 
coldly. 

Why, bless us, Jinny,” said the Colonel, ‘‘you haven’t 
been parading the town in that costume ! You’ll have us 
in Lynch’s slave pen by to-morrow night. My land ! ” 
laughed he, patting her under the chin, “ there’s no doubt 
about your sentiments, anyhow.” 

“ I’ve been over to Puss Russell’s house,” said she, 
breathless. “ They’ve closed it up, you know — ” (He 
nodded.) “And then we went — Eugenie and I, to head- 
quarters, just to see what the Yankees wmuld do.” 

The Coloiiel’s smile faded. He looked grave. “You 
must take care, honey,” he said, lowering his voice. 
“ They suspect me now of communicating with the Gov- 
ernor and McCulloch. Jinny, it’s all very well to be 
brave, and to stand by your colors. But this sort of 
thing,” said he, stroking the gown, “this sort of thing 
doesn’t help the South, my deai', and only sets spies upon 
us. Ned tells me that there was a man in plain clothes 
standing in the alley last night for three hours.” 

“Oh, Pa,” cried the girl, “I’m so sorry.” Suddenly 
searching his face with a swift instinct, she perceived that 
these months had made it yellow and lined. “ Pa, dear, 
you must come to Glencoe to-morrow and rest. You 
must not go off on any more trips.” 

The Colonel shook his head sadly. 

“ It isn’t the trips, Jinny. There are duties, my dear, 
pleasant duties — Jinny — ” 
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Yes?” 

The Colonel’s eye had suddenly fallen on Mn Hopper, 
who was still standing at the bottom of the steps. He 
checked himself abruptly as Eliphalet pulled off his hat. 

Howdy, Colonel ? ” he said. 

Virginia was motionless, with her back to the intruder. 
She was frozen by a presentiment. As she saw her father 
start down the steps, she yearned to throw herself in front 
of him — to warn him of something, she knew not what. 
Then she heard the Colonel’s voice, courteous and kindly 
as ever. And yet it broke a little as he greeted his 
visitor. 

Won’t — won’t you come in, M.i% Hopper?” 

Virginia started. 

“I don’t know but what I will, thank you, Colonel,” he 
answered, easily. I took the liberty of walking home 
with your daughter.” 

Virginia fairly flew into the house and up the stairs. 
Gaining her room, she shut the door and turned the key, 
as though he might pursue her there. The man’s face 
had all at once become a terror. She threw herself on the 
lounge and buried her face in her hands, and she saw it 
still leering at her with a new confidence. Presently she 
grew calmer ; rising, she put on the plainest of her scanty 
wardrobe, and went down the stairs, all in a strange trepi- 
dation new to her. She had never been in fear of a man 
before. She hearkened over the banisters for his voice, 
heard it, and summoned all her courage. How cowardly 
she had been to leave her father alone with him ! 

Eliphalet stayed to tea. It mattered little to him that 
Mrs. Colfax ignored him as completely as if his chair had 
been vacant. He glanced at that lady once, and smiled, 
for he was tasting the sweets of victory. It was Virginia 
who entertained him, and even the Colonel never guessed 
what it cost her. Eliphalet himself marvelled at her 
change of manner, and gloated over that likewise. Not 
a turn or a quiver of the victim’s pain is missed by your 
beast of prey. The Colonel was gravely polite, but pre- 
occupied, Had he wished it, he could not have been rude 
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to . a guest. He. offered 'Mr. Hopper a cigar with the same' 
air that'. he would have giveii.it to a governor. 

. Thaiik’ee, Colonel, I'don’t smoke/Mie said, waving the 
box away. 

Mrs. Colfax flung herself out of the room. 

It was. ten o’clock when Eliphalet reached' Miss Crane’s, 
and picked liis way up the front steps^ where the boarders; 
were gathered.,' ■ 

‘^The war doesn’t seem to make any difference in your 
business, Mr. Hopper,” his landlady remarked ; where, 
have you been so late?” 

happened round at Colonel Carvel’s this afternoon, 
and stayed for tea with ’em,” he answered, striving to 
speak casuall)". 

Miss Crane lingered in Mrs. Abner Reed’s room later 
than usual that night. 
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THE SCOUEGB OF WAR 

“Virginia,’^ said Mrs. Colfax, the next morning on 
coming downstairs, am going back to Beliegarde to- 
day. I really cannot put up with such a person as Conijm 
had here to tea last night.” 

Very well, Aunt Lillian. At what time shall I order 
the carriage ? ” 

The lady was surprised. It is safe to say that she 
had never accurately gauged the force which Virginia’s 
respect for her elders, and affection for her aunt through 
Clarence, held in check. Only a moment since Mrs. Col- 
fax had beheld her niece. Now there had arisen in front 
of her a tail person of authority, before whom she deferred 
instinctively. It was not what Virginia said, for she 
would not stoop to tirade. Mrs. Colfax sank into a chair, 
seeing only the blurred lines of a newspaper the girl had 
thrust into her hand. 

‘‘ What — what is it ? ” she gasped. I cannot read.” 

“ There has been a battle at Wilson’s Creek,” said Vir- 
ginia, in an emotionless voice. “General Lyon is killed, 
for which I suppose we should be thankful. More tliaii 
seven hundred , of the wounded are on their way here. 
They are bringing them one hundred and twenty miles, 
from Springfield to Rollo, in rough army wagons, with 
scarcely anything to eat or drink.” 

..“And — Clarence?” 

“ His name is not there.” 

“ Thank God ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Colfax. “ Are the Yaii 
kees beaten?” 

“Yes,” said Virginia, coldly. “At what time shall I 
order the carriage to take you to Beliegarde?” 
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Mrs. Colfax leaned forward and caught the hem of her 
iiieee^s gown. Oh, let me stay,’’ she cried, ‘Met me stay. 
Clarence may be with them.” 

Virginia looked down at her without pity. 

“As you please, Aunt Lillian,” she answered. “You 
know that you may always stay here. I only beg of you 
one thing, that when you have anything to complain of, 
you will bring it to me, and not mention it before Pa. He 
has enough to worry him.” 

“Oh, Jinny,” sobbed the lady, in tears again, “how can 
you be so cruel at such a time, when my nerves are all in 
pieces?” 

But she did not lift her voice at dinner, which was very 
poor indeed for Colonel Carvel’s house. All day long 
Virginia, assisted by Uncle Ben and Aunt Easter, toiled 
in the stifling kitchen, preparing dainties which she had 
long denied herself. At evening she went to the station 
at Fourteenth Street with her father, and stood amongst 
the people, pressed back by the soldiers, until the trains 
came in. Alas, the heavy basket which the Colonel car- 
ried on his arm was brought home again. The first hun- 
dred to arrive, ten hours in a hot car without food or 
water, were laid groaning on the bottom of great furni- 
ture vans, and carted to the new House of Refuge Hospi- 
tal, two miles to the south of the city. 

The next day many good women went there, Rebel and 
Union alike, to have their hearts wrung. The new and 
cheap building standing in the hot sun reeked with white- 
wash and paint. The miserable men lay on the hard floor, 
still in the matted clothes they had worn in battle. Those 
were the first days of the war, when the wages of our pas- 
sions first came to appal us. Many of the wounds had not 
been tended since they were dressed on the field weeks 
before. 

Mrs. Colfax went too, with the Colonel and her niece, 
although she declared repeatedly that she could not go 
through with such an ordeal. She spoke the truth, for 
Mr, Carvel had to assist her to the waiting-room. Then 
he went back to the improvised wards to find Virginia 
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bnsy'SVer a gaunt Arkansan of Price’s army, whose pitiful, 
fever-glazed eyes were following her every motion. His 
frontiersman’s clothes, stained with blackened blood, hung 
limp over his wasted body. At Virginia’s bidding the 
Colonel ran downstairs fora bucket of fresh water, and 
she washed the caked dust from his face and hands. It 
was Mr, Brinsmade who got the surgeon to dress the man’s 
wound, and to prescribe some of the broth from Virginia’s 
basket. For the first time since the war began something 
of happiness entered her breast. 

It was Mr. Brinsmade who was everywhere that day, 
answering the questions of distracted mothers and fathers 
and sisters who thronged the place ; consulting with the 
surgeons ; helping the few who knew how to work in 
placing mattresses under the worst cases ; or again he 
might have been seen seated on the bare floor with a pad 
on his knee, taking down the names of dear ones in distant 
states, — that he might spend his night writing to them. 

They put a mattress under the Arkansan. Virginia did 
not leave him until he had fallen asleep, and a smile of 
peace was come upon his sunken face. Dismayed at the 
fearful sights about her, awed by the groans that rose on 
every side, she was choosing her way swdftly down the 
room to join her father and aunt in the carriage below". 
The panic of flight had seized her. She felt that another 
little while in this heated, horrible place would drive her 
mad. She was almost at the door when she came sud- 
denly upon a sight that made her pause. 

An elderly lady in widow’s black ’was kneeling beside 
a man groaning in mortal, agony, fanning away the flies 
already gathering about his face. He wore the uniform 
of a Union sergeant, — dusty and splotched and torn. A 
small Testament was clasped convulsively in the fingers 
of his right hand. The left sleeve was empty. Virginia 
lingered, whelmed in pity, thrilled by a wmnderful woman- 
liness of her who knelt there. Her face the girl had not 
even seen, for it was bent over the man. The sweetness 
of her voice held Virginia as in a spell, and the sergeant 
stopped groaning that he might listen. 
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“You have a wife?” 

“ Yes, ma’am.” ■ . ■ ' 

“And a child?” 

The answer came so painfully. 

“ A boy, ma’am — born the week — before I came — -away.” 

“ I shall write to your wife,” said the lady, so gently that 
Virginia could scarce hear, “and tell her that you are 
dared for. Where does she live?” 

He gave the address faintly — some little town in Min- 
nesota. Then he added, “ God bless you, lady.” 

Just then the chief surgeon came and stood over them. 
The lady turned her face up to him, and tears sparkled in 
her eyes. Virginia felt them wet in her own. Her wor- 
ship was not given to many. Nobility, character, effi- 
ciency, — all were written on that face. Nobility spoke in 
the large features, in the generous mouth, in the calm, gray 
eyes. Virginia had seen her often before, but not until 
now was the woman revealed to her. 

“ Doctor, could this man’s life be saved if I took him to 
my home ? ” 

The surgeon got down beside her and took the man’s 
pulse. The eyes closed. For a while the doctor knelt 
there, shaking his head. “ He has fainted,” he said. 

“ Do you think he can be saved 7 ” asked the lady again. 

The surgeon smiled, — such a smile as a good man gives 
after eighteen hours of amputating, of bandaging, of advis- 
ing, — work which requires a firm hand, a clear eye and 
brain, and a good heart. 

“ My dear M[rs. Brice,” he said, “ I shall be glad to get 
you permission to take him, but we must first make him 
worth the taking. Another hour would have been too 
late.” He glanced hurriedly about the busy room, and then 
added, “ We must have one more to help us.” 

Just then some one touched Virginia’s arm. It was her 
father. ■ . 

“ I am afraid we must go, dear,” he said; “your aunt is 
getting impatient.” 

“Won’t you please go without me, Pa?” she asked, 
“ Perhaps I can be of some use.” 
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The Colonel cast a wondering glance at the limp uniform, 
and went away. The surgeon, who knew the Carvel 
family, gave Virginia a look of astonishment. It was Mrs. 
Brice’s searching gaze that brought the color to the girFs 
face. 

Thank you, my dear,” she said simply. 

As soon as he could get his sister-in-law off to Locust 
Street in the carriage, Colonel Carvel came back. For two 
reeking hours he stood against the newly plastered wall. 
Even he was surprised at the fortitude and skill Virginia 
showed from the very first, when she had deftly cut away 
the stiffened blue cloth, and helped to take off the rough 
bandages. At length the fearful operation was finished. 
And the weary surgeon, gathering up his box, expressed 
with all the energy left to him, his thanks to the two 
ladies. ' ’ 

Virginia stood up, faint and dizzy. The work of her 
hands had sustained her while it lasted, but now the ordeal 
was come. She went down the stairs on her father’s arm, 
and out into the air. All at once she knew that Mrs. 
Brice was beside her, and had taken her by the hand. 

‘^My dear,” she was saying, ‘‘ God will reward you for 
this act. You have taught many of us to-day a lesson we 
should have learned in our Bibles.” 

Virginia trembled with many emotions, but she an- 
swered nothing. The mere presence of this woman had 
a strange effect upon the girl,— -she was filled with a 
longing unutterable. It was not because Margaret Brice 
was the mother of him whose life had been so strangely 
blended with hers — whom she saw in her dreams. And 
yet now some of Stephen’s traits seemed to come to her 
understanding, as by a revelation. Virginia had labored 
through the heat of the day by Margaret Brice’s side — 
doing His work, which levels all feuds and makes all 
women sisters. One brief second had been needful for 
the spell. 

The Colonel bowed with that courtesy and respect 
which distinguished him, and Mrs. Brice left them to go 
back into the room of torment, and watch by the ser* 
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geant’s pallet. ■ Virginia’s ■ eyes followed her up the stairs^ 
and then she and her father walked slowly to the carriage. 
With her foot on the step Virginia paused. 

‘‘Pa,” she said, “do you think it would be possible to 
get them to let ns take that Arkansan into onr house ? ” 

“ Why, honey, 111 ask Brinsmade if you like,” said the 
Colonel. “ Here he comes now, and Anne.” 

It was Virginia who put the question to him. 

“My dear,” replied that gentleman, patting her, “I 
would do anything in the world for you. Ill see Gen- 
eral Fremont this very afternoon. Virginia,” he added, 
soberly, “ it is such acts as yours to-day that give us courage 
to l^ve in these times.” 

Anne kissed her friend. 

“ Oh, Jinny, I saw what you were doing for one of our 
men. What am I saying?” she cried. “They are your 
men, too. This horrible war cannot last. It cannot last.” 

It was well that Virginia did not see the smile on the 
face of the commanding general when Mr. Brinsmade at 
length got to him with her request. This was before the 
days when the wounded arrived by the thousands, when 
the zeal of the Southern ladies threatened to throw out of 
gear the workings of a great system. But the General 
had had his eye on Mr. Carvel from the first. Therefore 
he smiled. 

“ Colonel Carvel,” said Mr. Brinsmade, with dignity, 
“ is a gentleman. When he gives his word, it is sacred, 
sir,” 

“Even to an enemy,” the General put in. “By 
George, Brinsmade, unless I knew you, I should think that 
you were half rebel yourself. Well, well, he may have 
his Arkansan.” 

Mr. Brinsmade, when he conveyed the news to the Carvel 
house, did not say that he had wasted a precious afternoon 
in the attempt to interview his Excellency, the Commander- 
in-chief. It was like obtaining an audience with the Sultan 
or the Czar. Citizens who had been prominent in affairs 
for twenty years, philanthropists and patriotic-spirited men 
like Mr. Brinsmade, the mayor, and all the ex-mayors mopped 
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their brows in one of the general’s anterooms of the big 
mansion, and wrangled with beardless youths in bright 
uniforms who were part of the chain. The General might 
have been a Richelieu, a Marlborough. His European 
notions of uniformed inaccessibility he carried out to the 
letter. He was a royal personage, seldom seen, who went 
abroad in the midst of a glittering guard. It did not seem 
to weigh with his Excellency that these simple and demo- 
cratic gentlemen would not put up with this sort of thing. 
That they who had saved the city to the Union were more 
or less in communication with a simple and democratic 
President ; that in all their lives they had never been in 
the habit of sitting idly for two hours to mop their brows. 

On the other hand, once yon got beyond the gold lace 
and the etiquette, you discovered a good man and a patriot. 
It was far from being the General’s fault that Mr. Hopper 
and others made money in mules and worthless army blan- 
kets. Such things always have been, and always will be 
unavoidable when this great country of ours rises from the 
deep sleep of security into which her sons have lulled her, 
to demand her sword. We shall never be able to realize 
that the maintenance of a standing army of comfortable 
size will save millions in the end. So much for Democracy 
when it becomes a catchword. 

The General was a good man, had he done nothing else 
than encourage the Western Sanitary Commission, that 
glorious army of drilled men and women who gave up all 
to relieve the suffering which the war was causing. Would 
that a novel — a great novel — might be written setting 
forth with truth its doings. The hei’oof it could be Calvin 
Brinsmade, and a nobler hero than he was never under a 
man’s hand. For the glory of generals fades beside his 
glory. 

It was Mr. Brinsmade’s carriage that brought Mrs, Brice 
home from her trying day in the hospital. Stephen, just 
returned from drill at Verandah Hall, met her at the door. 
She would not listen to his entreaties to rest, but in the 
evening, as usual, took her sewing to the porch behind the 
house, where there was a little breeze. 



S74 


THE CRISIS 


: Snell a, singular thing happened to-day, Stephen, ’’ she 
said, , “ It was while we were trying to save the life of .a 
poor ' sergeant, who had lost -his arm. I hope we shall , be/ 
allowed to have' him here. He is suffering horribly,” 

What happened, mother 7 ” ha asked. 

, It was soon after I had come upon this poor fellow,” 
she ,said. ' saw the — the flies around him. . And as I 
got down beside him to fan them away I had such a queer 
sensation. I knew that some one was standing behind me, 
looking at me. Then Dr. Allerdyce came, and I asked 
him about the man, and he said there was a chance of sav- 
ing him if we could only get help. Then some one spoke 
up, ~ such a sweet voice. It was that Miss Carvel, my 
dear, with whom you had such a strange experience when 
you bought Hester, and to whose party you once went. 
Do you remember that they offered us their house in Glen- 
coe when the Judge was so ill?” 

Yes,” said Stephen. 

‘^She is a wonderful creature,” his mother continued. 

Such personality, such life ! And wasn’t it a remarkable 
offer for a Southern woman to make ? They feel so bit- 
terly, and — and I do not blame them,” The good lady 
put down on her lap the night-shirt she was making. “I 
saw how it happened. The girl was carried away by her 
pity. And, my dear, her capability astonished me. One 
might have thought that she had always been a nurse. 
The experience was a dreadful one for me — what must it 
have been for her ! After the operation was over, I fol- 
lowed her downstairs to where she was standing with her 
father in front of the building, waiting for their carriage. 
I felt that I must say something to her, for in all my life 
I have never seen a nobler thing done. When I saw her 
there, I scarcely knew what to say. Words seemed so 
inadequate. It was then three o’clock, and she had been 
working steadily in that place since morning, I am sure 
she could not have borne it much longer. Sheer courage 
carried her through it, I know, for her hand trembled so 
when I took it, and she was very pale. She usually has 
color, I believe. Her father, the Colonel, was with her, 
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and he bowed to me with such politeness. He had stood 
against the wall all the while we had worked, and lie 
brought a mattress for us. I have heard that his house is 
• watched, and that they have him under suspicion for com- 
municating with the Confederate leaders.” Mrs. Brice 
sighed. seems such a fine character. I hope they 

will not get into any trouble.” 

I hope not, mother,” said Stephen. 

It was two mornings later that Judge Whipple and 
Stephen drove to the Iron Mountain depot, where they 
found a German company of Home Guards drawn up. 
On the long wooden platform under the sheds Stephen 
caught sight of Herr Korner and Herr Hauptmann amid a 
group of their countrymen. Little Korner came forward to 
clasp his hands. The tears ran on his cheeks, and he could 
not speak for emotion. Judge Whipple, grim and silent, 
stood apart. But he uncovered his head with the others 
when the train rolled in. Reverently they entered a car 
where the pine boxes were piled one on another, and they 
bore out the earthly remains of Captain Carl Richter. 

Far from the land of his birth, among those same oaks 
on Bloody Hill where brave Lyon fell, he had gladly given 
up his life for the new country and the new cause he had 
made his own. 

That afternoon in the cemetery, as the smoke of the last 
salute to a hero hung in the flickering light and drifted 
upward through the great trees, as the still air was yet 
quivering with the notes of the bugle-call which is the 
soldiers’ requiem, a tall figure, gaunt and bent, stepped out 
from behind the blue line of the troops. It was that of 
Judge Whipple. He carried in his hand a wreath of white 
roses — the first of many to be laid on Richter’s grave. 

Poor Richter! How sad his life had been I And yet 
he had not filled it with sadness. For many a month, 
and many a year, Stephen could not look upon his empty 
place without a pang. He missed the cheery songs and 
the earnest presence even more than he had thought. 
Carl Richter, — as his father before him, — had lived for 
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CHAPTER IV 


THE LIST OF SIXTY 

One chilling day in November, when an icy rain was 
falling on the black mud of the streets, Vilrginia looked out 
of the window. Her eye was caught by two horses which 
were just skeletons with the skin stretched over them. One 
had a bad sore on his flank, and was lame. They were 
pulling a rattle-trap farm wagon with a buckled wheel. 
On the seat a man, pallid and bent and scantily clad, was 
holding the reins in his feeble hands, while beside him 
cowered a child of ten wrapped in a ragged blanket. In 
the body of the wagon, lying on a mattress pressed down 
in the midst of broken, cheap furniture and filthy kitchen 
ware, lay a gaunt woman in the rain. Her eyes were 
closed, and a hump on the surface of the dirty quilt beside 
her showed that a child must be there. From such a pic- 
ture the girl fled in tears. But the sight of it, and of others 
like it, haunted her for weeks. Through those last dreary 
days of November, wretched families, which a year since 
had been in health and prosperity, came to the city, beg- 
gars, with the wrecks of their homes. The history of that 
hideous pilgrimage across a state has never been written. 
Still they came by the hundred, those families. Some 
brought little corpses to be buried. The father of one, 
hale and strong when they started, died of pneumonia in 
the public lodging-house. The walls of that bouse could 
tell many tales to wring the heart. So could Mr. Brins- 
made, did he choose to speak of his own charities. He 
found time, between his labors at the big hospital newly 
founded, and his correspondence, and his journeys of love, 
— between early morning and midnight, — to give some 
hours a day to the refugees. 
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, For the' relief of many palpitating ' hearts ' it may' be 
well to state that we understand only two ladies are on 
the ten thousand dollar list^^^ 

Jinny,’’ 'she cried, ^^ho.w can you be so cruel as to 
.read me that,: when you know that I am in a state of frenzy 
now ? How' does, that relieve me ? It makes it an absolute 
certainty that Madame Jules and I will have to pay. We 
are the only women: of importance in the city.’’ 

That afternoon she made good her much-uttered threat, 
and drove to Bellegarde,. , Only the Goloiiel and Virginia' 
and Mammy Easter and Ned were left in ■ the big house. 
Rosetta and Uncle Ben and Jackson had 'been hired outy 
and the horses sold, — all save old Dick, who was running, 
long-haired, ill the fields at Glencoe. : 

'Christmas eve was a steel-gray day, and the sleet froze 
as' it fell. Since morning Colonel : Carvel had sat poking 
the' sitting-room . fire, or pacing ■ the .floor restlessly, ' Hi.s 
ocG.iipati.on was gone. He was observed night and day by 
Fede.ral .detectives. Virginia strove to amuse .him, to con- 
•oeal her, anxiety as, she watched him. W^ell she knew .tlxat 
but for her he would long 'since -have fled southward, and 
often in the .bitterness of the night-time she blamed herself 
for not telliiig him to. go. ,' Ten years had seemed, to pass, 
over him since the war had begun. 

All day long she had been striving to put away from 
her the memory of Christmas eves past and gone ; of her 
father’s early home-coming from the store, a mysterious 
smile on liis face ; of Captain Lige .stamping noisily' into 
the house, exchanging uproarious jests with Ned and Jack- 
son.,' ^ The', Captain .had always carried under . Ms arm a 
shapeless bun.dle which, he wo.uld confide to Ned with a 
knowing w.ink. ^ And; then 'the- house, would be, lighted 
from top to , bottom, and Mr. ■ Russell and M r. ■ Gather wood 
and Mr. Briiismade came 'in -for a long, evening with 'Mr. 
Carvel over great .bowls of apple - toddy and egg-nog. ,,. And 
.Virginia ..would .have her own friends in, the big. parlor. 
That parlor was shut up now,. and icy cold. ' 

Then there was Judge Whipple,' the joyous event of 
whos.e year was his Christmas dinner at Colonel Carvel’s 
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house* Tirginia pictured him this year at Mrs. Brice^s 
little table, and wondered whether he would miss them as 
much as' they missed him. War may break friendships, 
but it cannot take away the sacredness of memories. 

The sombre daylight was drawing to an early close as 
the two stood looking out of the sitting-room window. 
A man’s figure muffled in a greatcoat slanting carefully 
across the street caught their eyes. Virginia started. It 
was the same United States deputy marshal she had seen 
the day before at Mr. Russell’s house. 

Pa,” she cried, ‘‘do you think he is coming here?” 

“I reckon so, honey.” 

“ The brute ! Are you going to pay ? ” 

“No, Jinny.” . 

“Then they will take away the furniture.” 

“ I reckon they will.” 

“ Pa, you must promise me to take down the mahogany 
bed in your room. It — it was mother’s. I could not 
bear to see them take that. Let me put it in the garret.” 

The Colonel was distressed, but he spoke without a 
tremor. 

“No, Jinny. We must leave this house just as it is.” 
Then he added, strangely enough for him, “ God’s will be 
done.” 

The bell rang sharply. And Ned, who was cook and 
housemaid, came in with his apron on. 

“ Does you want to see folks, Marse Comyn? ” 

The Colonel rose, ahd went to the door himself. He 
was an imposing figure as he stood in the windy vestibule, 
confronting the deputy. Virginia’s first impulse was to 
shrink under the stairs. Then she came out and stood 
beside her father. 

“Are you Colonel Carvel?” 

“I reckon I am. Will you come in? ” 

The officer took off his cap. He was a young man with 
a smooth face, and a frank brown eye which paid its tribute 
to Virginia. He did not appear to relish the duty thrust 
upon him. He fumbled in his coat and drew from his 
inner pocket a paper. 
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Colonel Carvel,” said he, ‘‘ by order of Major General 
Halleck, I serve yon with this notice to pay the sum of 
three hundred and fifty dollars for the benefit of the desti- 
tute families which the Rebels have driven from their homes* 
In default of payment within a reasonable time such per- 
sonal articles will be seized and sold at public auction as will 
satisfy the demand against you.” 

The Colonel took the paper. “ Very well, sir,” he said. 
“ You may tell the General that the articles may be seized. 
That I will not, while in my right mind, be forced to sup- 
port persons who have no claim upon me.” 

It was said in the tone in which he might have refused 
an invitation to dinner. The deputy marvelled. He had 
gone into many houses that week ; had seen indignation, 
hysterics, frenzy. He had even heard men and women 
whose sons and brothers were in the army of secession pro- 
claim their loyalty to the Union. But this dignity, and the 
quiet scorn of the girl who had stood silent beside them, 
were new. He bowed, and casting his eyes to the vesti- 
bule, was glad to escape from the house. 

The Colonel shut the door. Then he turned toward Vir- 
ginia, thoughtfully pulled his goatee, and laughed gently • 

“ Lordy, we haven’t got three hundred and fifty dollars 

to our names,” said he. 

m ^ ^ ^ ^ m 

The climate of St. Louis is capricious. That fierce val- 
ley of the Missouri, which belches fitful blizzards from 
December to Max'ch, is sometimes quiet. Then the hot 
winds come up from the Gulf, and sleet melts, and win- 
dows are opened. In those days the streets will be fetlock 
deep ill soft mud. It is neither summer, nor winter, nor 
spring, nor anything. 

It was snch a languorous afternoon in January that a 
furniture van, accompanied by certain nondescript persons 
known as United States Police, pulled up at the curb in 
front of Mr. Carvel’s house. Eugenie, watching at the 
window across the street, ran to tell her father, who came 
out on his steps and reviled the van with all the fluency 
of his French ancestors. 
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ma’am, to seize personal property to satisfy a claim against 
Colonel Carvel.” 

Virginia took the order, read it, and handed it back, 
do not see how I am to prevent you,” she said. 

The deputy was plainly abashed. 

sorry, Miss. I — I can’t tell you how sorry I am* 
But it’s got to be done.” 

Virginia nodded coldly. ' And still the man hesitated. 

What are you waiting for? ” she said. 

The deputy wiped his muddy feet. He made his men 
do likewise. Then he entered the chill drawing-room, 
threw open the blinds and glanced around him. 

“ I expect all that we want is right here,” he said. 
And at the sight of the great chandelier, with its cut-glass 
crystals, he whistled. Then he walked over to the big 
English Rothfield piano and lifted the lid. 

The man %vas a musician. Involuntarily he rested him- 
self on the mahogany stool, and ran his fingers over the 
keys. They seemed to Virginia, standing motionless in 
the hall, to give out the very chords of agony. 

The piano, too, had been her mother’s. It had once 
stood in the brick house of her grandfather Colfax at Hal- 
cyondale. The songs of Beatrice lay on the bottom shelf 
of the what-not near by. No more, of an evening when 
they were alone, would Virginia quietly take them out 
and play them over to the Colonel, as he sat dreaming in 
the window with his cigar, — dreaming of a field on the 
borders of a wood, of a young girl who held Ms hand, and 
sang them softly to herself as she walked by his side. 
And, when they reached the house in the October twilight, 
she had played them for him on this piano. Often he 
had told Virginia of those days, and walked with her over 
those paths. " 

The deputy closed the lid, and sent out to the van for 
a truck. Virginia stirred. For the first time she heard 
the words of Mammy Easter. 

Gome along upstairs wid yo’ Mammy, honey. Dis 
ain’t no place for us, I reckon.” Her words were the 
essence of endearment. And yet, while she pronounced 
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CHAPTER V 



THE AUCTION 

Stephen,’’ said the Judge, in his abrupt way, there 
isn’t a great deal doing. Let’s go over to the Secesh prop- 
erty sales.” 

Stephen looked up in surprise. The seizures and in- 
tended sale of secession property had stirred up immense 
bitterness and indignation in the city. There were Uiiioii' 
ists (lukewarm) who denounced the measure as unjust 
and brutal. The feelings of Southerners, avowed and 
secret, may only be surmised. Rigid ostracism was to lie 
the price of bidding on any goods displayed, and men who 
bought in handsome furniture on that day because it was 
cheap have still, after forty years, cause to remember it. 

It was not that Stephen feared ostracism. Anne Brins- 
raade was almost the only girl left to him from among his 
former circle of acquaintances. Miss Carvel’s conduct is 
known. The Misses Russell showed him very plainly that 
they disapproved of his politics. The hospitable days at 
that house were over. Miss Catherwood, when they met 
on the street, pretended not to see him, and Eiig^Snie 
Renault gave him but a timid nod. The loyal families to 
whose houses he now went were mostly Southerners, in 
sentiment against forced auctions. 

However, he put on his coat, and sallied forth into the 
sharp air, the Judge leaning on his arm. They walked 
for some distance in silence. 

‘‘ Stephen,” said he, presently, ‘‘ I guess I’ll do a little 
bidding.” 

Stephen did not reply. But he was astonished. He 
wondered what Mr. Whipple wanted with fine furniture. 
And, if he really wished to bid, Stephen knew likewise 
that no consideration would stop him. 

2 c 
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gentlemen whom the Judge and Stephen knew, and some 
of whom they spoke to. All of these were come out of 
curiosity, that they might see for themselves any who had 
the temerity to bid on a neighbor’s household goods. The 
long hall, which ran from street to street, was packed, the 
people surging backward and forward, and falling roughly 
against the mahogany pieces ; and apologizing, and scold- 
ing, and swearing all in a breath. The Judge, holding 
tightly to Stephen, pushed his way fiercely to the stand, 
vowing over and over that the commotion was a secession 
trick to spoil the furniture and stampede the sale. In 
truth, it was at the Judge’s suggestion that a blue provost’s 
guard was called in later to protect the seized property. 

Hoav many of those mahogany pieces, so ruthlessly tum- 
bled about before the public eye, meant a heartache! Wed- 
ding presents of long ago, dear to maiiy a bride with silvered 
hair, had been torn from the corner where the children had 
played — children who now, alas, were grown and gone to 
war. Yes, that was the Brussels rug that had lain before 
the fire, and which the little feet had worn in the corner. 
Those were the chairs the little hands had harnessed, four 
in a row, and fallen on its side was the armchair — the 
stage coach itself. There were the books, held up to com- 
mon gaze, that a beloved parent had thumbed with affec- 
tion. Yes, and here in another part of the hall were the 
family horses and the family carriage that had gone so 
often back and forth from church with the happy brood of 
children, now scattered and gone to war. 

As Stephen reached his place beside the Judge, Mr. 
James’s effects were being cried. And, if glances could 
have killed, many a bidder would have dropped dead. The 
heavy dining-room table which meant so much to the 
family went for a song to a young man recently come 
from Yankeeland, whose open boast it was — like Eliplia- 
let’s secret one — that he would one day grow rich enough 
to snap his fingers in the face of the Southern aristocrats. 
Mr. James was not there. But.. Mr. Catherwood, his face 
haggard and drawn, watched the sideboard he had given 
his wife on her silver wedding being sold to a pawnbroker. 
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And this is how Judge Whipple braved public opinion 
once more. As he stood there, defiant, many were the 
conjectures as to what he could wish to do with the piano of 
his old friend. Those who knew the Judge (and there 
were few who did not) pictured to themselves the dingy 
little apartment where he lived, and smiled. Whatever liis 
detractors might have said of him, no one was ever heard 
to avow that he had bought or sold anything for gain. 
A tremor ran through the people." Could it have been of 
admiration for the fine old man who towered there glaring 
defiance at those about him? Give me a strong and con- 
sistent enemy,” some great personage has said, ^‘rather than 
a lukewarm friend.” Three score and five years the Judge 
had lived, and now some were beginning to suspect that 
he had a heart. Verily he had guarded his secret well. 
But it was let out to many more that day, and they went 
home praising him who had once pronounced his name 
with bitterness. 

This is what happened. Before he of the yellow mus- 
tache could pick up his cigar from the floor and make 
another bid, the Judge had cried out a sum which was the 
total of Colonel CarveFs assessment. Many recall to 
this day how fiei'cely he frowned when the applause broke 
forth of itself ; and when he turned to go they made a path 
for him, in admiration, the length of the hall, down which 
he stalked, looking neither to the right nor left. Stephen 
followed him, thankful for the day which had brought 
him into the service of such a man. 

And so it came about that the other articles were 
returned to Colonel Carvel with the marshal’s compli- 
ments, and put back into the cold parlor where they had 
stood for many years. The men who brought them offered 
to put down the carpet, but by Virginia’s orders the rolls 
were stood up in the corner, and the floor left bare. And 
days passed into weeks, and no sign or message came from 
Judge Whipple in regard to the piano he had bought 
Virginia did not dare mention it to the Colonel. 

Where was it? It had been carried by six sweating 
negroes up the narrow stairs into the J udge’s oflSce. Stephen 


3S0 


THE CRISIS 


and Shadrach had by Mr. Whipple’s orders cleared a corner 
of his inner office and bedroom of papers and books and 
rubbish, and there the bulky instrument Avas finally set up. 
It occupied one-third of the space. The J udge watched 
the proceeding griml}^, choking now and again from the dust 
that was raised, yet uttering never a word. He locked the 
lid when the van man handed him the key, and thrust that 
in his pocket. 

Stephen had of late found enough to do in St. Louis. 
He was the kind of man to whom promotions came 
unsought, and without noise. In the autumn he had been 
made a captain in tlie Halleck Guards of the State Militia, 
as a reward for his indefatigable work in the armories and 
his knowledge of tactics. Twice his company had been 
called out at night, and once they made a campaign as far 
as the Merimec and captured a party of recruits who were 
destined for Jefferson Davis. Some weeks passed before 
Mr. Brinsmade heard of his promotion and this exploit, and 
yet scarcely a day went by that he did not see the young 
man at the big hospital. For Stephen helped in the work 
of the Sanitary Commission too, and so strove to make up 
in zeal for the service in the field which he longed to give. 

After Christmas Mr. and Mrs. Brinsmade moved out 
to their place on the Bellefontaine Road. This was to 
force Anne to take a rest. For the girl was worn out 
with watching at the hospitals, and with tending the desti- 
tute mothers and children from the ranks of the refugees. 
The Brinsmade place was not far from the Fair Grounds, 
— now a receiving camp for the cx'ude but eager regiments 
of the Northern states. To Mr. Brinsmade ’s, wdien the 
day’s duty was done, the young Union officers used to 
ride, and often there would be half a dozen of them to tea. 
That house, and other great houses on the Bellefontaine 
Road with which this history has no occasion to deal, were 
as homes to many a poor fellow wbo would never see 
home again. Sometimes Anne Avould gather together 
such young ladies of her acquaintance from the neighbor- 
hood and the city as their interests and sjunpatliies per- 
mitted to waltz with a Union officer, and there would be 
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a little dance* To these dances Stephen Brice was nsn- 
allj invited. 

One such occasion occurred on a Friday in January, 
and Mr. Biinsmade hiniself ' called in his buggy and drove 
' Stephen , to Ihe country early ^ inlhe .afternoon. ,, He and 
. Anne went. for a walk along the river, the. surface of which 
was ■ broken by .lumps of yellow, ice,’ Gray clouds huiig 
loW; in the sky as they picked their way over the frozen 
.^...furrows of the. ploughed ■ fields. 'The* grass, was' all, a 
yellow-brown, but the north wind which swayed the bare 
■trees brought, a touch of , color -to Anne’s cheeks. , .Before 
they realized wher,e,they were, they had nearly, crossed, the. 
'.Bellegarde estate, and the house itself was , come.. into, view, 
.., standing , high o,ii, the slope above- the' withered garden*.' 

, They halted. 

,■., : “ The shutters are '.up,” said 'Stephen. ■ “ I understood 
.that Mrs. Coif ax .had come ■ out .here not long ago.”, 

■ '“ She came: out for a day Just .before' Christmas,” said 
Anne,' smiling,, “and .; then'-she- 'ran' off '.to'. Kentucky. . I 
think she was. afraid .that', she. was one of,, the two .women'' 
. on the list of Sixty.” '■ , 

, “, It must ' ..have . ■ been', a .blow' to- her pride, when . .she 
.found that she , was., not,” said . S'tephen, who had , a keen 
, remenibrance of her .conduct upo.n a certain -Sunday not, 
a year gone. 

Impelled by the same inclination,, they walked in silence 
to the house and sat down on the edge of the porch. The 
only motion in the view was' the. smoke from the slave 
quarters twisting ill' the wind, and. ' the hurrying ice in the 
stream. ; : , 

“ Poor Jinny ! ” said Anne, . with a sigh, “ how she loved 
to romp ! : What good tim.es we-use'd 'to liava here together! ” 

' “ Do ' - you -■ think '- that , she- .' is ■ unhappy ? Stephen de- 

..inaiided, :in voluntarily. 

..' . “ Oh, -yes,” said. Anne."- “How can you ask? . Biit.yo.u 
could not make her show it. :: 'The other morning when 
she came out to our house 1 found her sitting at the piano. 
I am sure there were tears 'in .'.her eyes, but she would not 
let me see them. She made some joke about Spencer 
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Gatherwood ranning away. What do you think the 
Jndge will do with that piano, .Stephen?” ,, 

,:,He shook. Ms head.' 

' The day after they put it in Ms room he came in ' with 
a great black cloth, which he spread over it. Yon cannot 
'■e¥eii'''S'ee the feet.” 

There was a silence. And Anne, turning to him timidly, 
gave him a long, searching look. 

It is growing late,” she said. I think that we ought 
to go back.” 

They went out by the long entrance road, through the 
naked woods. Stephen said little. Only a little while 
before he had had one of those vivid dreams of Virginia 
which left their impression, hut not their substance, to 
haunt him. On those rare days following the dreams her 
spirit had its mastery over his. He pictured her then 
with a glow on her face which was neither sadness nor 
mirth, — a glow that ministered to him alone. And yet, 
he did not dare to think that he might have won her, 
even if politics and war had not divided them. 

When the merriment of the dance was at its height 
that evening, Stephen stood at the door of the long room, 
meditatively watching the bright gowns and the flash of 
gold on the uniforms as they flitted past. Presently the 
opposite door opened, and he heard Mr. Brinsmade’s voice 
mingling with another, the excitable energy of which 
recalled some familiar episode. Almost — so it seemed — 
at one motion, the owner of the voice had come out of the 
door and had seized Stephen’s hand in a warm grasp, — 
a tall and spare figure in the dress of a senior officer. 
The military frock, which fitted the man’s character rather 
than the man, was carelessly open, laying bare a gold-but- 
toned white waistcoat and an expanse of shirt bosom which 
ended in a black stock tie. The ends of the collar were 
apart the width of the red clipped beard, and the mus- 
tache was cropped straight along the line of the upper 
lip. The forehead rose high, and was brushed carelessly 
free of the hair. The nose was almost straight, but com- 
bative. A fire fairly burned in the eyes. 
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^ The boy doesn’t remember me,” said the gentleman, 
in quick tones, smiling at Mr. Brinsmade. 

‘V Yes, sir, I do,” Stephen made haste to answer. He 
glanced at the star on the shoulder strap, and said : You 
are General Sherman.” 

‘‘First rate!” laughed the General, patting him. 
“ First " rate I ” , 

“Now in command at Camp Benton, Stephen,” Mr. 
Brinsmade put in. “ Won’t you sit down, General ? ” 

“No,” said the General, emphatically waving aw'ay 
the chair. “ No, rather stand.” Then his keen face sud- 
denly lighted with amusement, - — and misohief, Stephen 
thought. “ So you’ve heard of me since we met, sir ? ” 

“ Yes, General.” 

“ Humph I Guess you heard I was crazy,” said the 
General, in his downright way. 

Stephen was struck dumb. 

“ He’s been reading the lies in the newspapers too, 
Brinsmade,” the General went on rapidly. “I’ll make 
’em eat their newspapers for saying I was crazy. That’s 
the Secretary of War’s doings. Ever tell you what 
Cameron did, Brinsmade? He and his party were in 
Louisville last fall, when I was serving in Kentucky, and 
came to my room in the Galt House. Well, we locked 
the door, and Miller sent us up a good lunch and wine. 
After lunch, the Secretary lay on my bed, and we talked 
things over. He asked me what I thought about things 
in Kentucky. I told him. I got a map. I said, ‘Now, Mr. 
Secretary, here is the whole Union line from the Potomac 
to Kansas. Here’s McClellan in the East with one hun- 
dred miles of front. Here’s Fremont in the West with 
one hundred miles. Here we are in Kentucky, in the 
centre, with three hundred miles to defend. McClellan 
has a hundred thousand men, B’remont has sixty thousand. 
You give us fellows with over three liiindred miles only 
eighteen thousand.’ ‘ How many do you want ? ’ says 
Cameron, still on the bed. ‘ Two hundred thousand before 
we get through,’ said I. Cameron pitched up his hands 
in the air. ‘Great God!’ says he, ‘where are they to 
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come irom? \ ‘The nortliwest is chuck Ml of regiments 
you fellows, at . Washington won’t accept/ said I. . Mark 
iiiy words, - Mr* Secretary, youli need ’em all and more, 
before., we, get done with this Rebellion/ , Well,. sir, he 
was very friendly before we finislied, and I, thought .the 
thing was all thrashed out, ■ No, sir! he goes. ^ back, to 
W’^asliington and gives it out that Fin crazy, and want 
two liundred thousand men in Kentucky, Then I am or- 
dered to report to Halleck in Missouri here, and he calls 
me back from Sedalia because he believes the lies.” 

Stephen, who had in truth read the stories in question a 
month or two before, could not conceal his embarrassment. 
He looked at the man in front of him, — alert, masterful 
intelligent, frank to any stranger who took his fancy, — 
and wondered how any one who had talked to him could 
believe them. 

Mr. Brinsmade smiled. “ They have to print something, 
General,” he said. 

“ Fll give ’em something to print later on,” answered the 
General, grimly. Then his expression changed. “Brins- 
made, you fellows did have a session with Fremont, didn’t 
you? Anderson sent me over here last September, and 
the first man I ran across at the Planters’ House was Ap- 
pleton. ‘ What are you in town for?’ sa3"s he. ‘To see 
Fremont,’ I said. You ought to have heard Appleton laugh. 
‘You don’t think Prdmont’ll see do you?’ says he. ‘ Why 
not?’ ‘Well,’ says Tom, ‘go ’round to his palace at six 
to-morrow morning and bribe that Hungarian prince wlio 
runs his body-guard to get you a good place in the line of 
senators and governors and first citizens, and before night- 
fall you may get a sight of him, since you come fi'oin An- 
derson. Not one man in a hundred,’ says Appleton, ‘ not 
one man in a hundred, reaches his chie£-of-staff.’ Next 
morning,” the General continued in a staccato ■which was 
often his habit, “ had breakfast before daybreak and went 
’round there. Place just swarming with Californians — 
army' contracts.” (The General sniffed.) “Saw Fremont, 
Went back to hotel. More Californians, and by gad — old 
Baron Steinberger with his nose hanging over the register.” 
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Fremont was a little difficult to get at, General,” said 
Mr. Brinsmade. “ Things were confused and disconraged 
when those finst contracts were awarded. Fremont was a 
good man, and it wasn’t his fault that the inexperience of 
Ms quartermasters permitted some of those men to get 
Tich.”"','';'' ■ • 

No,” said the Generaf. ‘‘His fault! Certainly not. 
Good man! To be sure he was- — didn’t get along with 
Blair. These court-martials you’re having here now liave 
stirred up the whole country. I guess we’ll hear now 
how those fortunes were made. To listen to those wit- 
nesses lie about each other on the stand is better than the 
nheatre.” ' 

Stephen laughed at the comical and vivid mariner in 
which the General set this matter forth. He himself had 
been present one day of the sittings of the court-martial 
when one of the witnesses on the prices of mules was that 
same seedy man with the straw-colored mustache who Lad 
bid for Virginia’s piano against the Judge. 

“Gome, Stephen,” said the General, abruptly, “run and 
snatch one of those pretty girls from my officers. They’re 
having more than their share.” 

“ They deserve more, sir,” answered Stephen. 

Whereupon the General laid his hand impulsively on 
the young man’s shoulder, divining what Stephen did not 
say.. . 

“Nonsense!” said he; “you are doing the work in this 
war, not we. We do the damage — you repair it. If it 
were not for Mr. Brinsmade and you gentlemen who help 
him, where would our Western armies be? Don’t you go 
to the front yet a while, young man. We need the best 
we have in reserve.” He glanced critically at Stephen. 
“ You’ve had military training of some sort?” 

' “ He’s a captain in the Halleck Guards, sir,” said Mr. 
Brinsmade,. generously, “and the best drillmaster we’ve 
had in this city. He’s seen service, too, General.” 

Stephen redVlened furiously and started to protest, when 
the General cried : — ' 

, ' “ It’s more than I have in this war. Come, come, I knew 


396 


the CBISIS 


he’U 

StL’KX “‘SJV* “ l»f?;nTL™e 

l“?r 4“-'" “» tz 

to E„,n„, 

Now, Stephen,” said he, “there’s the Rebel line Show 

me^ the proper place to break it.” &ftow 

cento! P»“« ct the 

“ Good !” said the General. “Veryeoodf” We. 
of'thFr it ranllnfok in^the^bed 
‘‘Vei.; aZZTi^Zi^t r Mr. BrinsLde" 

aafArraSwe^SS S Ctk’ "‘e” 

naced G„„. d„„T to thaf rjitoSf T.“ 

r ‘n^ hTa^Sri^ * ie “iha?S 

the street by the Arsenal 
May mo.n„,g not a year gone came ,„ Stephen S 

Uv:J mUh^SivtS. “B^f^reS^Si^Str 

‘ By gum I ” said the General, laughing “Don’t iron 

der you re surptieed. Grant has “stafl^ m him The; 
Sfou?for"rr?> ^^ter the w 

S«*3=flr;:5= 

plant. He made ’em march halfway across tte stSe 


THE AUOTIOH 397 

instead of taking the cars the Governor offered. Bel- 
mont I I guess he is the man that chased the Rebs out 
of Belmont. Then his boys broke loose when they got 
into the town. That wasn’t Grant’s fault. The Rebs 
came back and chased ’em out into their boats on the 
river. Brinsmade, you remember hearing about that. 
Grant did the coolest thing you ever saw. He sat on liis 
horse at the top of the bluff while the boys fell over eaeli 
other trying to get on the boat. Yes, sir, he sat there, 
disgusted, on his horse, smoking a cigar, with the Rebs 
raising pandemonium all around him. And then, sir,” 
cried the General, excitedly, ‘‘what do you think he did? 
Hanged if he didn’t force his horse right on to his 
haunches, slide down the whole length of the bank and 
ride him across a teetering plank on to the steamer. And 
the Rebs just stood on the bank and stared. They were 
so astonished they didn’t even shoot the man. You watch 
Grant,” said the General. “And now, Stephen,” he 
added, “just you run off and take hold of the prettiest 
girl you can find. If any of my boys object, say I sent 
you.’*" 

The next Monday Stephen had a caller. It was little 
Tiefel, now a first lieutenant with a bristly beard and tanned 
face, come to town on a few days’ furlough. He had been 
with Lyon at Wilson’s Creek, and he had a sad story to 
tell of how he found poor Richter, lying stark on that 
bloody field, with a smile of peace upon his face. Sti*ange 
that he should at length have been killed by a sabre ! 

It was a sad meeting for those two, since each reminded 
the other of a dear friend they would see no more on earth. 
They went out to sup together in the German style; and 
gradually, over his beer, Tiefel forgot his sorrow. Stephen 
listened with an ache to the little man’s tales of the cam 
paigns he had been through. So that presently Tiefel 
cried out : — 

“ Why, my friend, you are melancholy as an owl. I will 
tell you a funny story. Did you ever hear of one General 
Sherman? He that they say is crazy? ” 

“ He is no more crazy than I am,” said Stephen, warmly. 
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lie not ? answered Tiefel, “ then I will show yon a,' 
■mistake* ■ Yoii' recall last November he was out to .Sedalia 
to inspect the camp there, and he sleeps in a little country 
store where I am quartered. Now up gets your General Sher- 
man in the middle of the night, — midnight,— and marches 
up and down between the counters, and waves his arms. 
‘‘So,’ says he, ‘and so,’ says he, . ‘ Sterling Price , will .be,, 
here, and Steele here, and this column 'will take that road, 
and so-and-so’s a damned fool. Is not that crazy ? So he 
walks up and down for three eternal hours. Says he, 
‘Pope has no business to be at Osterville, and Steele here 
at Sedalia with his regiments all over the place. They must 
both go into camp at La Mine River, and form brigades 
and divisions, that the troops may be handled.’ ” 

“If that’s insanity, ” cried Stephen so strongly as to 
surprise the little mant ‘‘ then I wish we had more insane 
generals. It just shows how a malicious rumor will spread. 
What Sherman said about Pope’s and Steele’s forces is true 
as Gospel, and if you ever took the trouble to look into 
that situation, Tiefel, you would see it.” And Stephen 
brought down his mug on the table with a crash that made 
the bystanders jump, 

“Himmel!” exclaimed little Tiefel. But he spoke in 
admiration. 

It was not a month after that that Sherman’s prophecy 
of the quiet general who had slid down the bluff at Bel- 
mont came true. The whole country hummed with Grant’s 
praises. Moving with great swiftness and secrecy up the 
Tennessee, in company with the gunboats of Commodore 
Foote, he had pierced the Confederate line at the very 
j)oint Sherman had indicated. Fort Henry had fallen, and 
Grant was even then moving to besiege Donelson. 

Mr. Brinsmade prepared to leave at once for the battle- 
field, taking with him to Paducah physicians and nurses. 
All day long the boat was loading with sanitary stores and 
boxes of dainties for the wounded. It was muggy and 
wet — characteristic of that winter — as Stephen pushed 
through the drays on the slippery levee to the landing. 
He had with him a basket his mother had put up. He 
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also bore a message to Mr. Brinsmade from the Jud^e 

aecKs mat be ran into General Sherman. The General 
seized him unceremoniously by the shoulder. 
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not to look indignant as lie makes for the door, A small 
silYer bell rings on the Marshal’s desk, the one word, 
‘^^ Spot ! ” breaks the intense silence, which is one way 
of saying that Mr. Ballington is detained, and will prob- 
ably be lodged that night at Government expense. 

Well, Colonel Carvel, what can I do for yon this 
morning ?” asked the Marshal, genially. 

The Colonel pushed back his hat and wiped his brow. 

“I reckon I’ll wait till next week, Captain,” said Mr. 
Carvel. It’s pretty hot to travel just now.” 

The Provost Marshal smiled sweetly. There were 
many in the office who would have liked to laugh, but 
it did not pay to laugh at some people. Colonel Carvel 
was one of them. 

In the proclamation of martial law was much to make 
life less endurable than ever. All who were convicted 
by a court-martial of being rebels were to have property 
confiscated, and slaves set free. Then there was a certain 
oath to be taken by all citizens who did not wish to have 
guardians appointed over their actions. There were many 
who swallowed this oath and never felt any ill effects. 
Mr. Jacob Cluyme was one, and came away feeling very 
virtuous. It was not unusual for Mr. Cluyme to feel 
virtuous. Mr. Hopper did not have indigestion after 
taking it, but Colonel Carvel would sooner have eaten 
gooseberry pie, which he had never tasted but once. 

That summer had worn away, like a monster which turns 
and gives hot gasps when you think it has expired. It 
took the Arkansan just a month, under Virginia’s care, 
to become well enough to he sent to a Northern prison. 
He was not precisely a Southern gentleman, and he went to 
sleep over the ‘‘Idylls of the King.” But he was admiring, 
and grateful, and wept when he went off to the boat with 
the provost’s guard, destined for a Northern prison. Vir- 
ginia wept too. He had taken her away from her aunt 
(who would have nothing to do with him), and had given 
her occupation. She nor her father never tired of hearing 
his rough tales of Price’s rough army. ’ 

His departure was about the time when suspicions were 

. . . , , 2 3 > ■ . * . 
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growing set. The, favor .had caused coiumeiit and trouble, 
hence; there .was no hope of giving another sufferer the. 
same comfort. The cordon was drawn tighter., ; One, of 
the. mysterious gentlemen who had been seen in the 
vicinity of ■ Colonel CarveFs house was arrested , on the 
■ ferry, but' he . had contrived to be rid of the carpet-sack 
ill which certain precious letters were carried. 

',, Throughout tlie winter, Mr. Hopper’s visits , to ^Locust 
Street had continued at inteiwals of painful regularity. 
It is not necessary to dwell upon his brilliant powers of 
conversation, nor to repeat the platitudes which he re- 
peated, for there was no significance in Mr. Hopper’s tales, 
not a particle. The Colonel had found that out, and was 
thankful. His manners were better; his English de- 
cidedly better. 

It was for her father’s sake, of course, that Virginia 
bore with him. Such is the appointed lot of women. 
She tried to be just, and it occurred to her that she had 
never before been just. Again and again she repeated 
to herself that Eliphalet’s devotion to the Colonel at this 
low ebb of his fortunes had something in it of which she 
did not suspect him. She had a class contempt for Mr. 
Hopper as an iiiieducated Yankee and a person of com- 
mercial ideals. But now he was showing virtues, — if 
virtues they were, — and she tried to give him the benefit 
of the doubt. With his great shrewdness and business 
ability, why did he not take advantage of the inanj^ oppor- 
tunities the war gave to make a fortune ? For Virginia 
had of late been going to the store with the Colonel, — who 
spent his mornings turning over piles of dusty papers, — 
and Mr. Hopper had always been at his desk. 

After this, Virginia even strove to be kind to him, but 
it was uphill work. The front door never closed after 
one of his visits that suspicion was not left behind. An- 
tipathy would assert itself. Could it be that there was 
a motive under all this plotting? He struck her inevi- 
tably as the kind who would be content to mine under- 
ground to attain an end. The worst she could think of 
him was that he wished to ingratiate himself now, in the 
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Rope that, when the war was ended, he might become a 
partner in Mr. Carvel’s business. She had put even this 
away as unworthy of her. 

Once she had felt compelled to speak to her father on 
the subject. 

“ I believe I did him an injustice, Pa,” she said. ‘^Not 
that I like him any better now. I must be honest about 
that. I simply like him. But I do think that if he 
had been as unscrupulous as I thought, he would have 
deserted you long ago for something more profitable. He 
would not be sitting in the office day after day making 
plans for the business when the war is over.” 

She remembered how sadly he had smiled at her over 
the top of his paper. 

“You are a good girl, Jinn3^” he said. 

Toward the end of July of that second sumnier riots 
broke out in the city, and simultaneously a bright spot 
appeared on Virginia’s horizon. This took the form, for 
Northerners, of a guerilla scare, and an order was promptly 
issued for the enrollment of all the able-bodied men in the 
ten wards as militia, subject to service in the state, to 
exterminate the roving bands. Whereupon her Britannic 
Majesty became extremely popular, — even with some who 
claimed for a birthplace the Emerald Isle. Hundreds who 
heretofore had valued but lightly their British citizenship 
made haste to renew their allegiance ; and many sought 
the office of the English Consul whose claims on her 
Majesty’s protection were vague, to sa}^ the least. Broken 
heads and scandal followed. For the first time, when 
Virginia walked to the store with her father, Eliphalet 
was not there. It was strange indeed that Virginia 
defended him. 

“I don’t blame him for not wanting to fight for the 
Yankees,” she said. 

The Colonel could not resist a retort. 

“ Then why doesn’t he fight for the South ? he asked. 

“hhglit for the South !” cried the young lady, scorn- 
fully. “Mr. Hopper fight? I reckon the South wouldn’t 
have him.” 
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I reckon not, too,” said the Colonel, dryly^ 

For the following week curiosity prompted Virginia, to 
take that walk with the Colonel. Mr. Hopper being still 
absent, she helped him to sort the papers — tho.se grimy 
.reminders of a more prosperous time gone by. Often Mr, 
Carvel would, run across one which see.nied to* bring some 
incident to his mind; for he would drop it absently on 
his desk, his hand seeking his chin, and remain for half an 
hour lost ill thought. Virginia would not disturb him. 

Meanwhile there had been inquiries for Mr. Hopper. 
The Colonel answered them all truthfully — generally 
with that dangerous suavity for which he was noted. 
Twice a seedy man with a gnawed yellow mustache had 
come in to ask Eliphalet’s whereabouts. On the second 
occasion this individual became importunate. 

You don’t know nothin’ about him, you say ? ” he 
demanded. 

^^No,” said the ColoneL 

The man took a shuffle forward. 

My name’s Ford,” he said. “ I ’low I kin ’lighten you 
a little.” 

Good day, sir,” said the Colonel. 

I guess you’ll like to hear what I’ve got to say.” 

Ephum,” said Mr. Carvel in his natural voice, show 
this man out.” 

Mr. B’ord slunk out without Ephum’s assistance. But 
he half turned at the door, and shot back a look that 
frightened Virginia. 

‘‘Oh, Pa,” she cried, in alarm, “what did he mean? ” 

“I couldn’t tell you. Jinny,” he answered. But she 
noticed that he was very thoughtful as they walked home. 

The next morning Eliphalet had not returned, but a 
corporal and guard were waiting to search the store for 
him. The Colonel read the order, and invited them in 
with hospitality. He even showed them the way upstairs, 
and presently Virginia heard them all tramping overhead 
among the bales. Her eye fell upon the paper they had 
brought, which lay unfolded on her father’s desk. It was 
signed Stephen A, Brice^ Enrolling Officer* 
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That very afternoon they moved to Glencoe, and Ephuin 
was left in sole charge of the store* At Glencoe, far from 
the hot city and the cruel war, began a routine of peace* 
Virginia was a child again, romping in the woods and 
fields bes|de her father. The color came back to her 
cheeks once more, and the laughter into her voice* The 
two of them, and Ned and Mammy, spent a rollicking hour 
in the pasture the freedom of which Dick had known so 
long, before the old horse was caught and brought back into 
bondage. After that Virginia took long drives with her 
father, and coming home, they would sit in the summer 
house high above the Merimec, listening to the crickets’ 
chirp, and watching the day fade upon the water. The 
Colonel, who had always detested pipes, learned to smoke 
a corncob. He would sit by the hour, with his feet on the 
rail of the porch and his hat tilted back, while Virginia 
read to him. Poe and Wordsworth and Scott he liked, 
but Tennyson was his favorite. Such happiness could 
not last. 

One afternoon when Virginia was sitting in the summer 
house alone, her thoughts wandering back, as they some- 
times did, to another afternoon she had spent there,— 
it seemed so long ago, — when she saw Mammy Easter 
coming toward her. 

Honey, dey’s comp’ny up to de house. Mister Hop- 
per’s done arrived. He’s on de po’ch, talkin’ to your 
Pa. Lawsey, look wha he come ! ” 

In truth, the solid figure of Eliphalet himself was on the 
path some twenty yards behind her. His hat was in his 
hand ; his hair was plastered down more neatly than ever, 
and his coat was a faultless and sober creation of a Franklin 
Avenue tailor. He carried a cane, which was unheard of. 

Virginia sat upright, and patted her skirts with a ges- 
ture of annoyance — what she felt was anger, resentment. 
Suddenly she rose, swept past Mammy, and met him ten 
paces from the summer house. 

How-dy-do, Miss Virginia,” he cried pleasantly. 

Your father had a notion you might be here.” He said 
fayther. 
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hand limply. Her ^reetino' 
would have frozen a man of ardent te^erament ^ I?,Tf -f 

not precisely ardor that Eliphalet sCed Th^iH 

fXe 

“So you were not caught ?” she said. 

laugKSS;,^ »> 

“I just gues3 I wahn’t.” 

ouriSy/“ *•’ “'=«'*■ “i,.g .t him 

mJiLl S smart, 

iow.” “ *■“ ‘ ‘®** ■“« "-t™ I was, 

aglta.”° -isltt save you 

mtoes?™'*^'?- “I cal’Iated it might 

ofShturT GemmTH n «» Sovereign State 

ui missouu. b-eneral Halleck made an order that rplpq«Ptl 

tC/S 

Crtr«ud““trstafof77»e7” ““ 

bo jmu boKffht yourself free?” said Viro-inia “ Tf vnn,. 

“fatC.-.^''**- ' y- 'vafStave „ "eTr 

Us^Sat I Sta,“ s^d7m 77 gir„eTat 

from 7m h7l T'*“ J". ’'‘W™*? mtasy She turLd 

iiiin, back toward tho suiBiner Iiouso FliTvlmizif’ 

repZtr “ »” ig 

“ Miss Jinny ? ” he said. 

“Yes ?” 

®®'isi<ierable about the beauties of tbi« 
place. Would you mind showing me ’round a bit ? ” 
Virginia started. It was his tone noT No^ since 
that first evening in Locust Street had it taken on su^r 
aesuianoe. And yet she oouid not be7p„h“to Tglt 
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“ Oertainly not,” she replied, but without looking up. 

Eli^halet led the way. He camerto the siimmer house, 
glanced around it with apparent satisfaction, and put his 
OTOt on the moss-grown step. Virginia did a surprising 
thing. She leaped quickly into the doorway before him, 
and stood facing him, framed in the climbing roses. 

^^Oh, Mr. Hopper ! ” she cried. ^‘Please, not in here.” 

He drew back, staring in astonishment at the crimson 
in her face. • 

« Why not ? ” he asked suspiciously — almost brutally. 

She had been groping wildly for excuses, and found 
none. 

Because,” she said, ‘‘ because I ask you not to.” With 
dignity : That should be sufficient.” 

‘‘ Well,” replied Eliphalet, with an abortive laugh, 
“ that’s funny, now. W omenkind get queer notions, which 
I cariate we’ve got to respect and put up wuth all our lives 
— eh?” 

Her anger flared at his leer and at his broad way of 
gratifying her whim. And she was more incensed than 
ever at his air of being at home — it was nothing less. 
The man’s whole manner was an insult. She strove still 
to hide her resentment. 

‘‘There is a walk along the bluff,” she said, coldly, 
“where the view is just as good.” 

But she purposely drew him into the right-hand path, 
which led, after a little, back to the house. Despite her 
pace he pressed forward to her side. 

“Miss Jinny,” said he, precipitately, “did I ever strike 
you as a marrying man? ” 

Virginia stopped, and put her handkerchief to her face, 
the impulse strong upon her to laugh. Eliphalet was 
suddenly transformed again into the common commercial 
Yankee. He was in love, and had come to ask her advice. 
She might have known it. 

“ I never thought of you as of the marrying kind, Mr. 
Hopper,” she answered, her voice quivering. 

Indeed, he was irresistibly funny as he stood hot and 
ill at ease. The Sunday coat bore witness to his increas- 
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iag portliness by creasing across from the buttons ; his 
face, fleshy and perspiring, showed purple veins, and the 
little eyes receded comically, like a pig’s. 

“ Well, IVe been thinking serious of late about getting 
married,” he continued, slashing the rose bushes with Ms 
stick. I don’t callate to be a sentimental critter. I’m 
not much on high-sounding phrases, and such things, but 
rd give you my word I’d make a good husband.” 

‘‘ Please be careful of those roses, Mr. Hopper.” 

“ Beg pardon,” said Eliphalet. He began to lose track 
of his tenses — that was the only sign he gave of perturba- 
tion. “ When I come to St. Louis without a cent, Miss 
Jinny, I made up my mind Fd be a rich man before I left 
it. If I was to die now, Fd have kept that promise. I’m 
not thirty-four, and I cariate I’ve got as much money in a 
safe place as a good many men you call rich. I’m not 
saying what I’ve got, mind you. All in proper time. 
I’m a pretty steady kind. I’ve stopped chewing — there 
was a time when I done that. And I don’t didnk nor 
smoke.” 

“ That is all very commendable, Mr, Hopper,” Virginia 
said, stifling a rebellious titter. “ But, — but why did 
you give up chewing ? ” 

“ I am informed that the ladies are against it,” said 
Eliphalet, — “ dead against it. You wouldn’t like it in a 
husband, now, would you ? ” 

This time the laugh was not to be put down. 

“I confess I shouldn’t,” she said, 

“Thought so,” he replied, as one versed. His tones 
took on a nasal twang. “ Well, as I was saying, Pve 
about got ready to settle down, and I’ve had my eye on 
the lady this seven years.” 

“Marvel of constancy !” said Virginia. “And the 
lady?” 

“The lady,” said Eliphalet, bluntly, “is He 

glanced at her bewildered face and went on rapidly: “ You 

f leased me the first day I set eyes on you in the store. 

said to myself, ‘ Hopper, there’s the one for you to 
marry.’ I’m plain, but my folks was good people. I set 
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to work right then to make a fortune for yon, Miss Jinny. 
Yon’ye just what I need. I’m a plain business man with 
no frills. YouTl do the frills. You’re the kind that was 
raised in the lap of luxury. You’ll need a man with a 
fortune, and a big one ; you’re the sort to show it off. 
I’ve got the foundations of that fortune, and the proof of 
it right here. And I tell you,” —his jaw was set, — “ I tell 
you that some day Eliphalet Hopper will be one of the 
richest men in the West.” 

He had stopped, facing her in the middle of the way, 
his voice strong, his confidence supreme. At first she 
had stared at him in dumb wonder. Then, as she began 
to grasp the meaning of his harangue, astonishment was 
still dominant, — sheer astonishment. She scarcely lis- 
tened. But, as he finished, the thatch of the summer 
house caught her eye. A vision arose of a man beside 
whom Eliphalet was not worthy to crawl. She thought 
of Stephen as he had stood that evening in the sunset, 
and this proposal seemed a degradation. This brute 
dared to tempt her with money. Scalding words rose 
to her lips. But she caught the look on Eliphalet’s face, 
and she knew that he would not understand. This w^as 
one who rose and fell, who lived and loved and hated and 
died and was buried by — money. 

For a second she looked into his face as one who escapes 
a pit gazes over the precipice, and shuddered. As for 
Eliphalet, let it not be thought that he had no passion. 
This was the moment for which he had lived since the 
day he had first seen her and been scorned in the store. 
That type of face, that air, — these were the priceless 
things he would buy with his money. Crazed with the 
very violence of his long-pent desire, he seized her hand. 
She wrung it free again. 

‘VHow — how dare you !” she cried. 

He staggered back, and stood for a moment motionless, 
as though stunned. Then, slowly, a light crept into his 
little eyes which haunted her for many a day. 

You ' — won’t — marry me ? ” he said. 

Oh, how dare you ask mel ” exclaimed Virginia, her 
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face burring with the ;shame of it, Slie 'waS' standing^ 
with her , . hands behind her^ her back . against ;a great 
walnut trunk, the crusted branches of wliicli. liiiiig over 
the. blu,ff. Even as he looked at her, Eliphalet lost his; 
'head, and indiscretion entered his soul. 

, You must .!,” he said ho.arsely. ■ You must I You’ve 
got 110 notion of my money, I say,” 
iVOh! ” she cried, can’t you understand? If you 
owned the whole of Galifornia, I would not marry you.” 

Suddenly he became very cool. He slipped his hand 
into a pocket, as one used to such a motion, and drew 
out some papers. 

I caFlate you ain’t got much idea of the situation, 
Miss Carvel,” he said ; ‘Hhe wheels have been a-turning 
lately. You’re poor, but I guess you don’t know how 
poor you are, — eh? The Colon el’s a man of honor, ain’t 
he?” 

For her life she could not have answered, — nor did she 
even know why she stayed to listen. 

Well,” he said, after all, there ain’t iniicli use in your 
lookin’ over them papers. A woman wouldn’t know. I’ll 
tell you what they say : they say that if I choose, J am 
Carvel & Company.” 

The little eyes receded, and he waited a moment, seem- 
ingly to prolong a physical delight in the excitement and 
suffering of a splendid creature. The girl was breathing 
fast and deep. 

“I caFlate you despise me, don’t you?” he went on, 
as if that, too, gave him pleasure. “ But I tell you tlie 
Colonel’s a beggar but for me. Go and ask him if I’m 
lying. All you’ve got to do is to say you’ll be my wife, 
and I tear these notes in two. They go over the bluff.” 
(He made the motion with his hands.) “ Carvel & Com- 
pany’s an old firm, — a respected firm. You wouldn’t care 
to see it go out of the family, I caFlate.” 

He paused again, triumphant. But she did none of the 
things he expected. She said, simply: — 

Will you please follow me, Mr. Hopper?” 

And he followed her, — his shrewdness gone, for once. 
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Save for tlie rise and fall of her shoulders she seemed 
calm. The path wound through a jungle of waving sun- 
flowers and led into the shade in front of the house. 
There was the Colonel sitting on the porch. His pipe 
lay with its scattered ashes on the boards, and his head 
was bent forward, as though listening. When he saw 
the two, he rose expectantly, and went forward to meet 
them. Virginia stopped before him. 

‘‘Pa,” she said, “is it true that you have borrowed 
money from this man ? ” 

Eliphalet had seen Mr. Carvel angry once, and his soul 
had quivered. Terror, abject terror, seized him now, so 
that his knees smote together. As well stare into the 
sun as into the Coloners face. In one stride he had a 
hand in the collar of Eliphalet’s new coat, the other 
pointing down the path. 

“It takes just a minute to walk to that fence, sir,” he 
said sternly. “ If you are any longer about it, I reckon 
you’ll never get past it. You’re a cowardly hound, sir ! ” 

Mr. Hopper’s gait down the flagstones was an invention 
of his own. It was neither a walk, nor a trot, nor a run, 
but a sort of sliding amble, such as is executed in night- 
mares. Singing in his head was the famous examine of 
the eviction of Babcock from the store, — the only time 
that the Colonel’s bullet had gone wide. And down in 
the small of his back Eliphalet listened for the crack of 
a pistol, and feared that a clean hole might be bored 
there any minute. Once outside, he took to the white 
road, leaving a trail of dust behind him that a wagon 
might have raised. Fear lent him wings, but neglected 
to lift his feet. 

The Colonel passed his arm around his daughter, and 
pulled his goatee thoughtfully. And Virginia, glancing 
shyly upward, saw a smile in the creases about his mouth. 
She smiled, too, and then the tears hid him from her. 

Strange that the face which in anger withered cowards 
and made men look grave, was capable of such infinite 
tenderness,— tenderness and sorrow. The Colonel took 
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Virginia in iiis armsj and she sobbed against Ms shoulder, 
as.of'old* 

, ‘‘ Jinny, did he — ?” ■ ■ ' . 

“ Yes ■ — . 

“Lige was right, and — and yon, Jinny — I should 
never have trusted him. The sneak ! ” 

' Virginia raised her head. The sun was slanting in 
yellow bars through the branches of the great trees, and, 
a robin’s note rose above the bass chorus of the frogs. 
In the pauses, as she listened, it seemed as if she could 
hear the silver sound of the river over the pebbles far 
below. 

“Honey,” said the Colonel, “I reckon we’re Just as 
poor as white trash.” 

Virginia smiled through her tears. 

“Honey,” he said again, after a pause, I must keep 
my word and let Mm have the business.” 

She did not reproach him. 

“ There is a little left, a very little,” he continued 
slowly, painfully. “ I thank God that it is yours. It was 
left you by Becky — by your mother. It is in a railroad 
company in New IMrk, and safe, Jinny.” 

“ Oh, Pa, you know that I do not care,” she cried. “ It 
shall be yours and mine together. And we shall live out 
here and be happy.” 

But she glanced anxiously at him nevertheless. He 
was in his familiar posture of thought, his legs slightly 
apart, his felt hat pushed back, stroking his goatee. But 
his clear gray eyes were troubled as they sought hers, and 
she put her hand to her breast. 

“ Virginia,” he said, “ I fought for my country once, and 
I reckon Pm soine use yet awhile. It isn’t right that I 
should idle here, while the South needs me. Your Uncle 
Daniel is fifty-eight, and Colonel of a Pennsylvania regi- 
ment. — Jinny, I have to go.” 

Virginia said nothing. It was in her blood as well as 
his. The Colonel had left his young wife, to fight in 
Mexico ; he had come home to lay flowers on her grave. She 
knew that he thought of this ; and, too, that his heart was 
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rent at leaving lier. She put her hands on his shoulders, 
and he stooped to kiss her trembling lips. 

They walked out together to the summer-house, and 
stood watching the glory of the light on the western hills. 

“ Jinny,” said the Colonel, “ I reckon you will have to 
go to your Aunt Lillian. It — it will be hard. But I 
know that my girl can take care of herself. In case — in 
case I do not come back, or occasion should arise, find 
Lige. Let him take you to your Uncle Daniel. He is 
fond of you, and will be all alone in Calvert House when 
the war is over. And I reckon that is all I have to say. 
I won’t pry into your heart, honey. If you love Clarence, 
marry him. I like the boy, and I believe he will quiet 
down into a good man.” 

Virginia did not answer, but reached out for her father’s 
hand and held its fingers locked tight in her own. P’rom 
the kitchen the sound of Ned’s voice rose in the still even- 
ing air. 

^^Sposin’ I was to go to N’ Orleans an’ take sick and die, 

Laik a bird into de country ma spirit would fly.” 

And after a while down the path the red and yellow of 
Mammy Easter’s bandanna was seen. 

“ Supper, Miss Jinny. Lawsy, if I ain’t ramshacked de 
premises fo’ you bof. De co’n bread’s gittin’ cold.” 

That evening the Colonel and Virginia thrust a few 
things into her little leather bag they had chosen together 
in London. Virginia had found a cigar, which she hid 
until they went down to the porch, and there she gave it 
to him; when he lighted the match she saw that his hand 
shook. 

Half an hour later he held her in his arms at the gatr 
and she heard his firm tread die in the dust of the roac ; 
The South had claimed him. at last. 
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"WITH THE ARMIES OB'’' THE WEST ' 
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speculators gave the Goiifederates -gold, whieh they needed 
mos4 for the bales, which they could not use at alL 
, The forefathers of some of "these gentlemen were in old 
Pharaoh — for whom they could have had 
no greater respect and fear than their deseeiidaiits had in 
New Egypt for Grant or Sherman. ■ Yankees were there 
likewise in , abundance. And a certain, acquaintance of 
ours .materially added to his fortuhe by selling in Boston 
the cotton which cost him fourteen cents, at thirty cents. 

. One day the shouting and the swearing and the run- 
ning to and; fro came to :a .climax. Those floating freaks 
which were all top and drew nothing, were loaded, down 
to the guards with army 'stores and animals and , wood 
and iiieii, — men who came from every walk in life. 
Whistles bellowed, horses neighed. ■ , The gunboats chased 
hither and thither, and at ^length the vast processions 
paddled .down the, stream with' naval precision,, under the 
watchful eyes : of a real, admiraL ■ 

Residents of, Memphis from the rivePs bank watched', 
the pillar of smoke fad© to the southward and rununated 
on. the^ fate' of Vicksburg. . The .General ., paced the., deck 
.in thought. A little later he .wro'te- to, the Commander- 
iii-Chief at Washington, ^VThe valley, of the .Mississippi 
is America.’’ 

' Vicksburg taken, this vast 'Confederacy would be 
chopped in two.. , 

: Night fell to the music of the ■ paddies, to the scent of 
the ,officers’., , cigars, . to .the blood-red vomit . of . the tall 
stacks' and the smoky flame of the torches. Then; Chiist- 
:.,inas Day, .dawne.d, and there' was. Vicksburg, lifted two 
hundred .feet ' above' the fever swamps, her court-house 
shining;i,n, the, .morning,, '.sun. ■ Vicksburg, ,t,he .well-nigh 
. impre'gn.able key.tO' America’s highway, ■ When old, Vick 
made his , plantation on the -Walnut Hills, he chose a site 
for a fortress of the future ' Confederacy that Vauhan 
'would, have delighted in. 

", Yes, there, were the, Walnut''-'Hills, high bluffs separated 
from the .Mississippi 'by tangled streams and bayous, and 
on their crests the' Paimotts, 'scowled^ It was a queer 
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Cliristinas Day indeed, bright and warm ; no snow, no 
.turkeys nor inince pies, no wine, but Just hardtack and 
bacon and foaming brown water. 

.'On the morrow. the ill-assorted fleet struggled up, the , 
sluggish Yazoo, past impenetrable . forests where the 
cypress clutched at the keels, past long-deserted cotton-, 
fields, until it came at last to the black ruins of a lioiiie.. 
In due time the great army was landed. It spread ^ out 
by brigade and division and regiment and company, the 
men splashing and paddling through the Chickasaw and 
the swamps toward the bluffs. The Parrotts began to 
roar. A certain regiment, boldly led, crossed the bayou 
at a narrow place and swept resistless across the sodden 
fields to where the bank was steepest. The fire from the 
battery scorched the hair of their heads. But there they 
stayed, scooping out the yellow clay with torn hands, 
while the Parrotts, with lowered muzzles, ploughed the 
slope with shells. There they stayed, while the blue 
lines quivered and fell back through the forests on that 
short winter’s afternoon, dragging their wounded from 
the stagnant waters. But many were left to die in 
agony in the solitude. 

Like a tall emblem of energy, General Sherman stood 
watching the attack and repulse, his eyes ever alert. He 
paid no heed to the shells which tore the limbs from the 
trees about him, or sent the swamp water in thick spray 
over his staff. Now and again a sharp word broke from 
his lips, a forceful home thrust at one of the leaders of 
his columns. 

What regiment stayed under the bank ? ’’ 

Sixth Missouri, General,” said an aide, promptly. 

The General sat late in the Admiral’s gunboat that 
night, but when he returned to his cabin in the Forest 
Queen^ he called for a list of officers of the Sixth Missouri. 
His finger slipping down the roll paused at a name among 
the new second lieutenants. 

Did the boys get back ? ” he asked. 

‘‘Yes, General, when it fell dark.” 

“ Let me see the casualties, — quick.” 
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That night a fog rolled np from the swamps, and in the 
morning jack-staff was hid from pilot-house. Before the 
attack could be renewed, a political general came down 
the river with a letter in his pocket from Washington, by 
virtue of which he took possession of the three army corps 
and their chief, subpcenaed the fleet and the Admiral, and 
went off to capture Arkansas Post, 

Vicksburg had a breathing spell. 

Three weeks later, when the army was resting at Napo- 
leon, Arkansas, a self-contained man, with a brown beard, 
arrived from Memphis, aiid took command. This was 
General U. S. Grant, He smoked incessantly in his 
cabin. He listened. He spoke but seldom. Tie had a 
look in his face that boded ill to any that might oppose 
him. Time and labor he counted as nothing, compared 
with the accomplishment of an object. Back to Vicks- 
burg paddled the fleet and transports. Across the river 
from the city, on the pasty mnd behind the levee’s bank, 
were dumped Sherman’s regiments, condemned to weeks 
of ditch-digging, that the gunboats might arrive at the 
bend of the Mississippi below by a canal, out of reach of 
the batteries. Day in and day out they labored, officerirf 
and men. Sawing off stumps under the water, knocking 
poisonous snakes by scores from the branches, while the 
river rose and rose and rose, and the rain crept by inches 
under their tent flies, and the enemy walked the parapets 
of Vicksburg and laughed. Two gunboats accomplished 
the feat of running the batteries, that their smiles might 
be sobered. 

To the young officers who were soiling their uniforms 
with the grease of saws, whose only fighting was against 
fever and water snakes, the news of an expedition into 
the Vicksburg side of the river was hailed with caps in 
the air. To be sure, the saw and axe, and likewise the 
levee and the snakes, were to be there, too. But there was 
likely to be a little fighting. The rest of the corps that 
was to stay watched grimly as the detachment put off in 
the little Diligenee and Silver Wave. 

All the night the smoke-pipes were batting against the 
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‘snn? nff snapping the trailing 

vines. ^ bon e other regiments went by another route^ 

r ie ironclads, followed m hot haste by General Sherinaii 

■ ^ ^ ahead, and were even then shov 

mg with their noses great trunks of trees in their eter' 
ness to get behind the Rebels. The Missouri reMinit 
spiead out along the waters, and were soon waist deen 
hewing a path for the heavier transports to come Pres’ 
mitly the General came back to a plantation half under 

wnSr ’• T''® to hurry the 

woik 111 cleaning out that Bayou. The light transports 

meanwhile were bringing up more troops from a second 

detachment. through the Friday the navy 
guns were heard booming in the distance, growing qufcker 
and quicker, until the quivering air shook tlie^anging 

poSS Pvel^UoMd stopped, and axes werf 

, ishoulders, and many times that day the Gen 

eral lifted Ins head anxiously. As he sat down in^the 
evening m a slave cabin redolent with corn pone and 

the silence. A negro, white eyed, bedraggled, and muddv 
a rouTt<;b,.„co! “ “** landed the Genera! 

aa^e'trrio ‘ aZmI*' 

The General tore open the roll and took from it a piece 

his lid f j^“Ped from 

his Imd and was hurrying into his coat. ^ ^ 

flaah ‘ The order came in a 

relief at onee^ across creek to 

t once. Ill take canoe through bayou to 

and hurry reenforeements.” ^ to nm s 

dom^ latch of the 



fiisi tile j t ' • , t , . 
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an^rJoH 

the G^n^rL Swered ^°?or°a T'^f" “ haystaelc,” 

lieutenant. “Get back to your^ retiSt^Vric 
want to go,” he said. ^ egiment, Bnce, if you 

Stephen saluted and went out. All thrnno-li +1 • 

ful march that followed iJio„io.v. -^^^y^rougb the pain- 

and bruised by cypress 'kneee he thonS /of 

mth, rising h?S,eXTr“„^^ySf? 

the rescue of tile gunboats. ® ‘ ^ brougbt to 

by'sherS hltirTol'Te Sewt„r‘ " 

And he kept hfs woto fe* if ether, General.” 

smoke-pipe J until they weS by tTe^tar^^^^^^ 

bXs\sr„ra„i a“d“\r f 

deep backwater, where the littlfi rim ' P breast- 

srsx' & xHrS£IH5 

"°“rhe® AdmiSf i?®'' f d ^ 

who rode up to meet tiie'' oSar’ « hS lamllookecf 

days.” ’ ^^®bs have been peppering him for two 

Just then a fusillade broke from the thickets ninnina 

the branches from the cottonwoods about them. ’ h 

1 orm your line,” said the General, “Drive ’em out.” 
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The force swept forward, with the three picket com 

came^^in^sie-ht T P^®s®ntly they 

came in sight of the shapeless ironclads with their fiirT 

nek belcbmg smoke, a most remarkable spectacle. How 
Sie WM^'^ miracles of 

f ^ thousand memorable incidents in 
the ife of a memorable man. General Sherman, iumpiiJ 
on the bare back of a scrawny horse, cantered through thf 
fields. And the bl^uejaekets, at sight of that familmr iig.! 
lire, roared out a cheer that might have shaken the drops 
® Admiral and the General stoS 

opther on the deck, their hands clasped. And the Colonel 

f “P answer to a summons 

that if Porter was the only man whose daring could have 
pushed a fleet to that position, Sherman was certainly the 
could have got him out of it. ^ 

‘ Colonel,” said the General, “ that move was well exe- 
cuted, sir. Admiral, did the Rebs put a bullet through 
ypr runi casks? We’re just a littk tired. And now ” 
he added, wheeling on the Colonel when each had a 
g ass in his hand, “who was in command of that companv 
regZ"* ’’ “ ‘“OW them “rr 

^“ Hes^a second lieutenant. General, in the Sixth Mis- 

fell out d(?w?belT'''''^w- lieutenant 

tell out down below. _ His name is Brice, I believe.” 

I thought so, said the General. 

_ Some few days afterward, when the troops were slon- 

pmg around again at Young’s Point, opposite^ Vicksburo-^i 

gentleman arrived on a boat from St. Louis. He paused^on 

flood^^orw^t concern and astonishment the 

flood of waters behind it, and then asked an officer the 
way to General Sherman’s headquarters. The officer who 

ZnSf gentleman’s loolL^Ld Sm 

at once to a trestle bridge which spanned the distance from 

in tirSet^ ® floor 

orderly saluted. 

Who shall I say, sir ? ” 
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The officer looked inquiringly at the gentleman, who 
gave his name. 

The officer could not repress a smile at the next thing 
that happened. Out hurried the General himself, with 
both hands outstretched. 

Bless my soul!” he cried, if it isn’t Brinsmade. 
Come right in, come right in and take dinner. The boys 
will be glad to see you. I’ll send and tell Grant you’re 
here. Brinsmade, if it wasn’t for you and your friends 
on the Western Sanitary Commission, we’d all have been 
dead of fever and bad food long ago.” The General 
sobered abruptly. ‘‘I guess a good many of the boy^s are 
laid up now,” he added. 

I’ve come down to do what I can, General,” responded 
Mr. Brinsmade, gravely. “ I want to go through all the 
hospitals to see that our nurses are doing their duty and 
that the stores are properly distributed.” 

^‘You shall, sir, this minute,” said the General. He 
dropped instantly the affairs which he had on hand, and 
without waiting for dinner the two gentlemen went to- 
gether through the wards where the fever raged. The 
General surprised his visitor by recognizing private after 
private in the cots, and he always had a brief word of cheer 
to brighten their faces, to make them follow him with wist- 
ful eyes as he passed beyond them. ‘‘That’s poor Craig,” 
he would say, “corporal, Third Michigan. They tell me he 
can’t live,” and “That’s Olcott, Eleventh Indiana. Good 
God I ” cried the General, when they wei^e out in the air 
again, “how I wish some of these cotton traders could get 
a taste of this fever. They keep well — the vultures I 
And by the way, Brinsmade, the man who gave me no 
peace at all at Memphis was from your city. Why, I had 
to keep a whole corps on duty to watch him.” 

“What was his name, sir ?'” Mr. Brinsmade asked. 

“ Hopper 1 ” cried the General, with feeling. “ Eliplia- 
let Hopper. As long as I live I shall never forget it. 
How the devil did he get a permit ? What are they about 
at Washington?” 

“You surprise me,” said Mr. Brinsmade. “He has 
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always seemed iiioflfensive, and I believe lie is a prominent 
member of one of onr churches*’' 

I guess that’s so,” 'answered the General, dryly.- 
ever I set eyes on him again, he’s clapped into the guard- 
house. He knows it, too.” 

' Speaking of ■ St. Louis, -General,” said Mr. Brinsmade, 
presently, “have yon ever heard of Stephen Brice? He 
joined your army last autumn. You may remember taik- 
mg to Mm one evening at my house.” 

“ He’s one of my boys ! ” cried the GeneraL “ Remem- 
ber him? Guess I do ! ” He paused on the very brink of 
relating again the incident at Camp Jackson, when Ste- 
phen had saved the life of Mr. Brinsmade’s own son. 
“ Brinsmade, for three days I’ve had it on my mind to 
send for that boy. I’ll have him at headquarters now. 
I like him,” cried General Sherman, with tone and gesture 
there was no mistaking. And good Mr. Brinsmade, who 
liked Stephen, too, rejoiced at the story he would have to 
tell the widow. “ He has spirit, Brinsmade. 1 told him 
to let me know when he was ready to go to war. No such 
thing. He never came near me. The first thing 1 hear 
of him is that he’s digging holes in the clay of Chickasaw 
Bluff, and his cap is fanned off by the blast of a Parrott 
six feet above Ms head. Next thing he turns up on that 
little expedition we took to get Porter to sea again. 
When we got to the gunboats, there was Brice’s company 
on the flank. He handled those men surprisingly, sir — 
surprisingly. I shouldn’t have blamed the boy if one or 
two Rebs got by him. But no, he swept the place clean.” 
By this time they had come back to the bridge leading to 
headquarters, and the General beckoned quickly to an 
orderly, 

“ My compliments to Lieutenant Stephen Brice, Sixth 
Missouri, and ask him to report here at once. At once, 
you understand I ” 

“Yes, GeneraL” 

It so happened that Mr. Brice’s company were swing- 
ing axes when the orderly arrived, and Mr. Brice had an 
axe himself, and was up to his boot tops in yellow mud. 
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The orderly, who had once been an Iowa farmer, was near 
grinning when he gave the General’^ message and saw the 
lieutenant gazing ruefully at his clothes. 

Entering headquarters, Stephen paused at the doorway 
of Ihe big room where the officers of the different staffs 
were scattered about, smoking, while the negro servants 
were removing the dishes from the table. The sunlight, 
reflected from the rippling water outside, danced on 
the ceiling. At the end of the room sat General Sher- 
man, his uniform, as always, a trifle awry. His soft felt 
hat with the gold braid was tilted forward, and his feet, 
booted and spurred, were crossed. Small w^onder that the 
Englishman who sought the t^^pical American found him 
in Sliei'inan. 

The sound that had caught Stephen’s attention was the 
General’s voice, somewhat high-pitched, in the key that he 
used in telling a story. These were his closing words : — 

“Sin gives you a pretty square deal, boys, after all. 
Generally a man says, ^ Well, I can resist, but 111 have 
my fun just this once.’ That’s the way it happens. They 
tell you that temptation comes irresistibly. Don’t believe 
it. Do you, Mr. Brice? Come over here, sir. Here’s 
a friend of yours.” 

Stephen made his way to the General, whose bright 
eyes wandered rapidly over him as he added : ~ 

“ This is the condition my officers report in, Brinsmade, 
— - mud from head to heel.” 

Stephen had sense enough to say nothing, but the staff 
officers laughed, and Mr. Brinsmade smiled as he rose and 
took Stephen’s hand. 

“ I am delighted to see that you are well, sir,” said he, 
with that formal kindliness which endeared him to all. 
“ Your mother will be rejoiced at iny news of you. You 
will be glad to hear that I left her well, Stephen.” 

Stephen inquired for Mrs. Brinsmade and Anne. 

“ They are well, sir, and took pleasure in adding to a 
little box which your mother sent. Judge Whipple put 
in a box of fine cigars, although he deplores the use of 
tobacco.” 
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“ And the Jndp, Mr. Brinsmade — how is he ? ” 

The good gentleman’s face fell. 

• D sir, it grieves me to say. He is in 

s:r.^ But he is ably lo^ed after. You? mother desW 
o haTO him moved to her house, but he is difficult to stir 

h«rdjLhf™i' B wondering if he 

“ None®I«; menton of her name he tingled. 

.None other, sir, answered Mr. Brinsmade ‘‘CiKm 

W boon much hon^ored for it. Ton ^^Jmember tha 

™ £d'™well’?h »' '■y 'otkofB before ‘the 

weni Sot“h7„rW^ quarrelled, eir. The Colonel 

T'^ the Judge taken ill, Mr. Brins- 
^ ‘f-i. asked. The thought of Viro-inia and 

« Twn d "“"Tf strangely sweef 

see no dangerous symptoms.” 

JTS »"wIong he 

8aidhe™“HT°l™?il’^V*’‘'’'i-'““f® “ftemoon,” 

a?s°i “ ^feirad S 

Stito, iS" •“•’■ replied 

General, who had been sitting bv watcbino- 
^ 1 ®' expression, spok? up. 

1 hat s hospitahty for you, Brinsmade I ” ^ 

planirandbridge^toS?eSen’ften“t^ 

presently, while they sat talMnJrf mny ttin^“L i m 
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vas of the fly was thrust back with a quick iBOYemcnt, 
and who should come stooping in but General Sherman 
himself. He sat down on a cracker box. Stephen rose 
confusedly. 

‘‘Well, well, Brice,” said the General, winking at Mr. 
Brinsmade, “I think you might have invited me to the 
feast. Where are those cigars Mr. Brinsmade was talk- 
ing about ? ” 

Stephen opened the box with alacrity. The General 
chose one and lighted it. 

“ Don’t smoke, eh ? ” he inquired. 

“ Why, yes, sir, when I can.” 

“ Then light up, sir,” said the General, “ and sit down. 
I’ve been thinking lately of court-martialling you, but 
I decided to come ’round and talk it over with you first. 
That isn’t strictly according to the rules of the service. 
Look here, Mr. Brice, why did you leave St. Louis?” 

“ They began to draft, sir, and I couldn’t stand it an j 
longer.” 

“But you wouldn’t have been drafted. You were in 
the Home Guards, if I remember right. And Mr. Brins- 
made tells me you were useful in many ways. What was 
your rank in the Home Guards ? ” 

“Lieutenant colonel, sir.” 

“ And what are you here ? ” 

“A second lieutenant in temporary command, General.’' 

“ You have commanded men ? ” 

“Not in action, sir. I felt that that was different.” 

“Couldn’t they do better for you than a second-lieu- 
tenancy ? ” 

Stephen did not reply at once. Mr. Brinsmade spoke 
up. 

“ They offered him a lieutenant-colonelcy.” 

The General was silent a moment. Then be said : 
“Do you remember meeting me on the boat when I was 
leaving St. Louis, after the capture of Port Henry?” 

Stephen smiled. “Very well. General,” he replied. 

General Sherman leaned forward, 

“ And do you remember I said ' to you, ‘ Brice, when 
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you get ready to come into this war, let me know/ Why 
didn’t yon do it ? ” . 

Stephen thought a minute. Then he said gravely, but 
with just a suspicion of humor about his mouth : — 

“ General, if I had done that, you wouldn’t be here in 
my tent to-day.” 

Like lightning the General was on his feet, his hand 
on Stephen’s shoulder. 

By gad, sir,” he cried, delighted, so I wouldn’t.” 


CHAPTER VIII 

A STBAKGE MEEXmG 

The story of the capture of Vicksburg is the old, old 
story of failure turned into success, by which man is made 
immortah It involves the history of a general who never 
retraced his steps, who cared neither for mugwump mur- 
murs nor political cabals, who took both blame and praise 
with equanimity. Through month after month of dis- 
couragement, and work gone for naught, and fever and 
death, his eyes never left his goal. And by grace of the 
wisdom of that President who himself knew sorrow and 
suffering and defeat and unjust censure, General Grant 
won. 

Boldness did it. The canal abandoned, one red night 
fleet and transports swept around the bend and passed the 
city’s heights, on a red river. The Parrotts and the Dahl- 
grens roared, and the high bluffs flung out the sound over 
the empty swamp land. 

Then there came the landing below, and the cutting 
loose from a base — unheard of. Corps behind cursed 
corps ahead for sweeping the country clear of forage. 
Battles were fought. Confederate generals in Mississippi 
were bewildered. 

One night, while crossing with liis regiment a pontoon 
bridge, Stephen Brice heard a shout raised on the fartlier 
shore. Sitting together on a log under a torch, two men 
in slouch hats were silhouetted. That one talking with 
rapid gestures was General Sherman.. The impassive pro- 
file of the other, — the close-cropped beard and the firinly 
held .cigar that seemed to go with it, — Stephen recognized: 
as that of the strange Captain Grant who had stood beside 
Mm ill the street by the Arsenal. He had not changed a 
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wMt. MotioBless, he watched corps after corps splash by, 
artillery, cavalry, aud infantry, nor gave any sign that he 
heard their plaudits. 

At length the army came up behind the city to a place 
primeval, where the face of the earth was sore and tor- 
tured, worn into deep gorges by the rains, and flung up 
in great mounds. Stripped of the green magnolias and 
the cane, the banks of clay stood forth in hideous yellow 
nakedness, save for a lonely stunted growth, or a bare 
trunk that still stood tottering on the edge of a bank, 
its pitiful withered roots reaching out below. The May 
weather was already sickly hot. 

First of all there was a murderous assault, and a still 
more murderous repulse. Three times the besiegers 
charged, sank their color staffs into the redoubts, and three 
times were driven back. Then the blue army settled into 
the earth and folded into the ravines. Three days in that 
narrow space between the lines lay the dead and wounded 
suffering untold agonies in the moist heat. Then came a 
truce to bury the dead, to bring back what was left of the 
living. 

The doomed city had no rest. Like clockwork from 
the Mississippi’s banks beyond came the boom and shriek 
of the coehorns on the barges. The big shells hung 
for an instant in the air like birds of prey, and then could 
be seen swooping down here and there, while now and 
anon a shaft of smoke rose straight to the sky, the black 
monument of a home. 

Here was work in the trenches, digging the flying sap 
by night and deepening it by day, for officers and men 
alike. From heaven a host of blue ants could be seen 
toiling in zigzags forward, ever forward, along the rude 
water-cuts and through the hills. A waiting carrion from 
her vantage point on high marked one spot and then an- 
other where the blue ants disappeared, and again one by 
one came out of the burrow to hurry down the trench, — 
each with his ball of clay. 

In due time the ring of metal and sepulchred voices 
rumbled in the ground beneath the besieged. Counter- 
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Mines were started, and through the narrow walls of earth 
commands and curses came. Above ground the saps were 
so near that a strange converse became the rule. It was 
“ Hello, Reb I ’’ “ Howdy, Yank ! ” Both sides were starv- 
ing, the one for tobacco and the other for hardtack and 
bacon. These necessities were tossed across, sometimes 
wrapped in the Vicksburg news-sheet printed on the white 
side of a homely green wall paper. At other times other 
amenities were indulged in. Hand-grenades were thrown 
and shells with lighted fuses rolled down on the heads 
of acquaintances of the night before, who replied from 
wooden coehorns hooped with iron. 

The Union generals learned (common item in a siege) 
that the citizens of Vicksburg were eating mule meat. 

Not an officer or private in the Vicksburg armies who 
does not remember the 25th of June, and the hour of three 
in an afternoon of pitiless heat. Silently the long blue 
files wound into position behind the earth barriers which 
hid them from the enemy, coiled and ready to strike when 
the towering redoubt on the Jackson road should rise 
heavenwards. By common consent the rifle crack of day 
and night was hushed, and even the Parrotts were silent. 
Stillness closed around the white house of Shirley once 
more, but not the stillness it had known in its peaceful 
homestead days. This was the stillness of the death- 
prayer. Eyes staring at the big redoubt were dimmed. 
At last, to those near, a little wisp of blue smoke crept 
out. 

Then the earth opened with a quake. The sun was 
darkened, and a hot blast fanned the upturned faces. In 
the sky, through the film of shattered clay, little black dots 
scurried, poised, and fell again as arms and legs and head- 
less trunks and shapeless bits of wood and iron. Searcelj^ 
had the dust settled when the sun caught the light of fifty 
thousand bayonets, and a hundred shells were shrieking 
across the crater’s edge. Earth to earth, alas, and dust to 
dust ! Men who ran across that rim of a summer’s after- 
noon died in torture under tier upon tier of their comrades, 
— and so the hole was filled. 
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All upright cannon marks the spot where a scrawny oak 
once stood on a scarred and baked hillside, outside of the 
Confederate lines at Vicksburg. Under the scanty shade 
of that tree, on the eve of the Nation’s birthday, stood 
two men who typified the future and the past. As at 
Donelson, a trick of Fortune’s had delivered one comrade 
of old into the hands of another. Now she chose to 
kiss the one upon whom she had heaped obscurity and 
poverty and contumely. He had ceased to think or care 
about Fortune. And hence, being born a woman, she 
favored him. 

The two armies watched and were still. They noted 
the friendly greeting of old comrades, and after that they 
saw the self-contained Northerner biting his cigar, as one 
to whom the pleasantries of life were past and gone. The 
South saw her General turn on his heel. The bitterness 
of his life was come. Both sides honored him for the 
fight he had made. But ivar does not reward a man 
according to his deserts. 

The next day — the day our sundered nation was born — 
Vicksburg surrendered : the obstinate man with the mighty 
force had conquered. See the gray regiments marching 
silently in the tropic heat into the folds of that blue army 
whose grip has choked them at last. Silently, too, the blue 
coats stand, pity and admiration on the brick-red faces. 
The arms are stacked and surrendered, oSicei's and men 
are to be parolled when the counting is finished. The 
formations melt away, and those who for months have 
sought each other’s lives are grouped in friendly talk. The 
coarse army bread is drawn eagerly from the knapsacks 
of the blue, smoke quivers above a hundred fires, and the 
smell of frying bacon brings a wistful look into the gaunt 
faces. Tears stand in the eyes of many a man as he eats 
the food his Yankee brothers have given him on the birth- 
day of their country. 

Within the city it is the same. Stephen Brice, now a 
captain in General Laumaii’s brigade, sees with thanks- 
giving the stars and stripes flutter from the dome of that 
court-house which he had so long watched from afar. 
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Later on, down a side street, lie pauses before a house with 
its face blown away. On the verge of one of its jagged 
floors is an old four-posted bed, and beside it a child’s cot 
is standing pitifully, — the tiny pillow still at the head 
and the little sheets thrown across the foot. So much for 
one of the navy’s shells. 

While he was thinking of the sadness of it all, a little 
scene was acted : the side door of the house opened, a 
weeping woman came out, and with her was a tall Gou- 
federate Colonel of cavalry. Gallantly giving her his 
arm, he escorted her as far as the little gate, where she 
bade him good by with much feeling. With an impulsive 
movement lie drew some money from his pocket, thrust it 
upon her, and started hurriedly away that he might not 
listen to her thanks. Such was his preoccupation that he 
actually brushed into Stephen, who was standing beside a 
tree. He stopped and bowed. 

Excuse me, seh,” he said contritely. “I beg your 
pardon, seh.” 

“Certainly,” said Stephen, smiling ; ‘4t was my fault 
for getting in your way.” 

“Not at all, seh,” said the cavalry Colonel ; “my clum- 
siness, seh.” He did not pass on, but stood pulling with 
some violence a very long mustache. “Damn you Yan- 
kees,” he continued, in the same amiable tone, “you’ve 
brought us a heap of misfortune. Why, seh, in another 
week we’d been fo’eed to eat niggerB,'^^ 

The Colonel made such a wry face that Stephen laughed 
in spite of himself. He had marked the man’s charitable 
action, and admired his attempt to cover it. The Colonel 
seemed to be all breadth, like a card. His shoulders were 
incredible. The face was scant, perchance from lack of 
food, the nose large, with a curved ifm, and the eyes blue- 
gray. He wore clay-flecked cavalry boots, and was six 
feet five if an inch, so that Stephen’s six seemed insignifi- 
cant beside him, 

“ Captain,” he said, taking in Strahen’s rank, “we won’t 
qua’l as to who’s host lieah. One thing’s suah,” he 
added, with a twinkle, “ I’ve been heah longest. Seems 


432 


THE CRISIS 


like ten yeaks since I saw the wife and children down in 
the Palmetto State. I can’t offer yon a dinner, seh. 
We’ve eaten all the mules and rats and sugar cane in 
town.” (His eye seemed to interpolate that Stephen 
wouldn’t be there otherwise.) ‘^‘^But I can offer you 
something choicer than you have in the No’th.” 

Whereupon he drew from his hip a dented silver flask. 
The Colonel remarked that Stephen’s eyes fell on the 
coat of arms. 

“Prope’ty of my grandfather, seh, of Washington’s 
Army. My name is Jennison, — Catesby Jennison, at 
your service, seh,” he said. “You have the advantage 
of me, Captain.” 

“ My name is Brice,” said Stephen. 

The big Colonel bowed decorously, held out a great, 
wide hand, and thereupon unscrewed the flask. Now 
Stephen had never learned to like straight whiskey, but he 
took down his share without a face. The exploit seemed 
to please the Colonel, who, after he likewise had done 
the liquor justice, screwed on the lid with ceremony, 
offered Stephen his arm with still greater ceremony, and 
they walked off down the street together. Stephen drew 
from his pocket several of Judge Whipple’s cigars, to 
which his new friend gave unqualified praise. 

On every hand Vicksburg showed signs of hard usage. 
Houses with gaping chasms in their sides, others mere 
heaps of black ruins ; great trees felled, cabins demol- 
ished, and here and there the sidewalk ploughed across 
from curb to fence. 

“ Lordy,” exclaimed the Colonel. “ Lordy ! how my 
ears ache since your damned coehorns have stopped. The 
noise got to be silence with us, seh, and yesterday I reck- 
oned a hundred volcanoes had bust. Tell me,” said he : 
“ when the redoubt over the Jackson road was blown up, 
they said a nigger came down in your lines alive. Is 
that so?” 

“ Yes,” said Stephen, smiling ; “ he struck near the place 
where my company was stationed. His head ached a bit. 
That seemed to be all,” 
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“ I reckon he fell on it,” said Colonel Catesby JennisoHi 
as if it were a matter of no special note. 

“And now tell me something,” said Stephen. “How 
did you burn our sap-rollers ? ” • 

This time the Colonel stopped, and gave himself up to 
hearty laughter. 

“ Why, that was a Yankee trick, sure enough,” he cried. 
“ Some ingenious cuss soaked port fire in turpentine, and 
shot the wad in a large-bore musket.” 

“ We thought you used explosive bullets.” 

The Colonel laughed again, still more heartily. 

“ Explosive bullets ! Good Lord, it was all we could 
do to get percussion caps. Do you know how we got 
percussion caps, seh ? Three of our officer's — dare-devils, 
sell — floated down the Mississippi on logs. One fellow 
made his way back with two hundred thousand. He’s the 
pride of our Vicksburg army. Not afraid of hell. A 
chivalrous man, a forlorn-hope man. The night you ran 
the batteries he and some others went across to your side 
in -skiffs — in skiffs, seh, I say — and set fire to the houses 
in De Soto, that we might see to shoot. And then he came 
back in the face of our own batteries and your guns That 
man was wounded by a trick of fate, by a cussed bit of shell 
from your coehoriis while eating his dinner in Vicksburg. 
He’s pretty low, now, poor fellow,” added the Colonel,sadly. 

“ Where is he ? ” demanded Stephen, fired with a desire 
to see the man, 

“ W ell, he ain’t a great ways from here,” said the Colonel. 
“ Perhaps you might be able to do something for him,” he 
continued thoughtfully. “ I’d hate to see him die. The 
doctor says he’ll pull through if he can get care and good 
air and good food.” He seized Stephen’s arm in a fierce 
grip. “ You ain’t fooling ? ” he said. 

“ Indeed I am not,” said Stephen. 

“ No,” said the Colonel, thoughtfully, as to himself, ‘‘ you 
don’t look like the man to fool.” 

Whereupon he set out with great strides, in marked con- 
trast to his former languorous gait, and after a while they 
came to a sort of gorge, where the street ran between high 
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banks of clay, ' There Stephen saw the magazines which 
the Confederates had dug out, and of which he had heard. 
But he saw something, too, of which he • had not heard. 
Colonel Catesby Jennison stopped before an open door- 
way in the yellow bank and knocked. A woman's voice 
called softly to him to enter* 

They went into a room' hewn out of the solid clay. Car- 
pet was. stretched on the floor, paper was on the walls, and 
even a picture. There was .a little window cut like a port 
in a prison cell, and under it a bed, beside which a middle- 
aged lady was seated. She had a kindly face which seemed 
to Stephen a tittle pinched as she turned to them with a 
gesture of restraint. She pointed to the bed, where a 
sheet lay limply over the angles of a wasted frame. The 
face was to the wall.- 

‘^Hiish ! ” said the lady, ‘‘it is the first time in two 
days that he has slept.” 

But the sleeper stirred wearily, and woke with a start. 
He turned over. The face, so yellow and peaked, was of 
the type that grows even more handsome in sickness, and 
in the great fever-stricken eyes a high spirit burned. 
For an instant only the man stared at Stephen, and then 
he dragged himself to the wall. 

The eyes of the other two were both fixed on the young 
'.Onion Captain. , . 

“My God!” cried Jennison, seizing Stephen’s rigid 
arm, “ does he look as bad as that ? We’ve seen him 
every day.” 

“I — I know him,” answered Stephen, He stepped 
quickly to the bedside, and bent over it. “ Colfax I ” he 
said. “Colfax !” 

“This is too much, Jennison,” came from the bed a 
voice that was pitifully weak; “why do you bring 
Yankees. in here ? ” 

“ Captain Brice is a friend of yours, Colfax,” said the 
Colonel, tugging at his mustache. 

“ Brice ? ” repeated Clarence, “ Brice ? Does he come 
from St. Louis ? ” 

“Do you come from St. Louis, sir?” 


Yes. I have met Captain Colfax — 

^^Coloneh sir.” 

Colonel Colfax, before the war. And if he would like 
to go to St, Louis, I think I can have it arranged at once.” 

In silence they waited for Clarence’s answer. Steplien 
well knew what was passing in his mind, and guessed 
at his repugnance to accept a favor from a Yankee. He 
wondered whether there was in this case a special detesta- 
tion. And so his mind was carried far to the northward 
to the memory of that day in the summer-house on the 
Merameo heights. Virginia had not loved her cousin 
then - — of that Stephen was sure. But now, — now that 
the Vicksburg army was ringing with his praise, now that 
he was unfortunate — Stephen sighed. His comfort 
was that he would be the instrument. 

The lady in her uneasiness smoothed the single sheet 
that covered the sick man. From afar came the sound of 
cheering, and it was this that seemed to rouse him. He 
faced them again, impatiently. 

‘‘ I have reason to remember Mr. Brice,” he said 
steadily. And then, with some vehemence, ‘‘What is he 
doing in Vicksburg?” 

Stephen looked at Jennison, who winced. 

“ The city has surrendered,” said that officer. 

They counted on a burst of anger. Colfax only 
groaned. 

“Then you can afford to be generous,” he said, with, a 
bitter laugh. “ But you haven’t whipped us yet, by a 
good deal. Jennison,” he cried, “Jennison, why in hell did 
you give up?” 

“Colfax,” said Stephen, coming forward, “you’re too 
sick a man to talk. I’ll look up the General. It may be 
that I can have you sent North to-day.” 

“ You can do as you please,” said Clarence, coldly, “ with 
a prisoner.” 

The blood rushed to Stephen’s face* Bowing to the 
lady, he strode out of the room. Colonel Jennison, rum 
ning after him, caught him in the street. 

You’re not offended, Brice'?” he said. : “He’s sick — 
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and God Alniiglity, he’s proud — I reckon,” he added 
with a touch of humility that went straight to Stephen’s 
heart, “ I reckon that some of us are too derned proud — 
But we' ain’t 

Stephen grasped his hand. 

‘^Offended I” he said. I admire the man. I’ll go to 
the General directly. But just let me thank you. And 
I hope, Colonel, that we may meet again — as friends.” 

Hold on, sell,” said Colonel Catesby Jennison; “we 
may as well drink to that. ” 

Fortunately, as Stephen drew near the Court House, 
he caught sight of a group of officers seated on its steps, 
and among them he was quick to recognize General 
Sherman. 

“ Brice,” said the General, returning his salute, “ been 
celebrating this glorious Fourth with some of our Rebel 
friends ? ” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Stephen, “and I came to ask a 
favor for one of them.” Seeing that the General’s genial, 
interested expression did not change, he was emboldened 
to go on. “This is one of their colonels, sir. You may 
have heard of him. He is the man who floated down the 
river on a log and brought back two hundred thousand 
percussion caps — ‘ ” 

“ Good Lord,” interrupted the General, “ I guess we 
all heard of him after that. What else has he done to 
endear himself? ” he asked, with a smile. 

“ Well, General, he rowed across the river in a skiff the 
night we ran these batteries, and set fire to De Soto to 
make targets for their gunners.” 

“ I’d like to see that man,” said the General, in his 
eager way. “ Where is he ? ” 

“What I was going to tell you, sir. After he went 
through all this, he was hit by a piece of mortar shell, 
while sitting at his dinner. He’s rather far gone now, 
General, and they say he can’t live unless he can be 
sent North. I — I know who he is in St. Louis. And 
I thought that as long as the officers are to be paroled 1 
might get your permission to send him up to-day.” 
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‘‘ What’s Ms name ? ” 

“ Colfax, sir.” 

The General laughed. “ I know the breed/® said he. 
“I’ll bet he didn’t thank you.” 

“No, sir, he didn’t.” 

“I like his grit,” said the General, emphatically. 
“ These young bloods are the backbone of tliis rebellion, 
Brice. They were made for war. They never did any- 
thing except horse-racing and cock-fighting. They ride 
like the devil, fight like the devil, but don’t care a picayune 
for anything. Walker had some of ’em. Crittenden had 
some. And, good Lord, how they hate a Yankee ! I 
know this Colfax, too. He’s a cousin of that fine-looking 
girl Brinsmade spoke of. They say he’s engaged to her. 
Be a pity to disappoint her — eh ? ” 

“ Yes, General.” 

“Why, Captain, I believe you would like to marry her 
yourself ! Take my advice, sir, and don’t try to tame 
any wildcats.” 

“ I’m glad to do a favor for that young man,” said the 
General, when Stephen had gone off with the slip of paper 
he had given him. “ I like to do that kind of a favor for 
any officer, when I can. Did you notice how he flailed 
up when I mentioned the girl ? ” 

This is why Clarence Colfax found himself that evening 
on a hospital steamer of the Sanitary Commission, bound 
north for St. Louis. 
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Virginia began to rock slowly, and her foot tapped the 
■ porch; , 

“^Mrs. Brice has begged the Judge to come to her. 
But lie says he has lived in those rooms, and that he will 
die there, — when the time comes.” 

How you worship that woman, Virginia I You have 
become quite a Yankee yourself, I believe, spending whole 
days with her, nursing that old man.” 

^‘ Tlie Judge is an old friend of my father’s; I think he 
would wish it,” replied the girl, in a lifeless voice. 

Her speech did not reveal all the pain and resentment 
she felt. She thought of the old man racked with pain 
and suffering in the heat, lying patient on his narrow 
bed, the only light of life remaining the presence of the 
two women. They came day by day, and often Margaret 
Brice had taken the place of the old negress who sat with 
him at night. Worship Margaret Brice! Yes, it was 
worship ; it had been worship since the day she and her 
father had gone to the little whitewashed hospital. Provi- 
dence had brought them together at the Judge s bedside. 
The marvellous quiet power of the older woman had laid 
hold of the girl in spite of ail barriers. 

Often when the Judge’s pain was eased sufficiently for 
him to talk, he would speak of Stephen, The mother 
never spoke of her son, but a light would come into liet : 
eyes at this praise of him which thrilled Virginia to see. 
And when the good lady was gone, and the Judge had 
fallen into slumber, it would still haunt her. 

Was it out of consideration for her that Mrs. Brice 
would turn the Judge from this topic which he seemed to 
love best? Virginia could not admit to herself that she 
resented this. She had heard Stephen’s letters to the 
Judge, They came every week. Strong and manly they 
were, with plenty of praises for the Southern defenders 
of Vicksburg. Only yesterday Virginia had read one of 
these to Mr. Whipple, her face burning. Well that bis 
face was turned to the window, and that Stef)heii’s mother 
'was notdliere I , 

says very little about himself,” Mr. Whipple 
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his fortune, his home, Ms friends, all that was dear to him. 
And that daughter, whom he loved best in all the world, 
he was perchance to see no more. 

Mrs. Colfax, yawning, had taken a book and gone to 
bed. Still Virginia sat on the porch, while the frogs sang 
of rain, and the lightning quivered across the eastern sky. 
She heard the crunch of wheels in the gravel. 

A bar of light, peopled by moths, slanted out of the 
doorway and fell on a closed carriage. A gentleman 
slowly ascended the steps. Virginia recognized him as 
Mr. Brinsmade. 

‘‘Your cousin Clarence has come home, my dear,” he 
said. ‘‘He was among the captured at Vicksburg, and is 
paroled by General Grant. 

Virginia gave a little cry and started forward. But he 
held her hands. 

“ He has been wounded ! 

“Yes,” she exclaimed, “yes. Oh, tell me, Mr. Brins- 
made, tell me — • all — ” 

“No, he is not dead, but he is very low. Mr, Eussell 
has been kind enough to come with me.” 

She hurried to call the servants. But they were all 
there in the light, in African postures of terror, — Alfred, 
and Sambo, and Mammy Easter, and Ned. They lifted 
the limp figure in gray, and carried it into the hall 
chamber, his eyes closed, his face waxen under a beard 
brown and shaggy. Heavily, Virginia climbed the stairs 
to break the news to her aunt. 

There is little need to dwell on the dark days which 
followed — Clarence hanging between life and death. 
That his life was saved was due to Virginia and to 
Mammy Easter, and in no particle to his mother. Mrs. 
Colfax flew in the face of all the known laws of niirs- 
ing, until Virginia was driven to desperation, and held 
a council of war with Dr. Polk. Then her aunt grew 
jealous, talked of a conspiracy, and threatened to send 
for Dr. Brown — which Dr. Polk implored her to do. 
By spells she wept, when they quietly pushed her f rom 
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the room and locked the door. She would creep in, to 
him in the night* during Mammy Easter’s watches and 
talk him into a raging fever. But Virginia slept lightly 
and took the alarm. More than one scene these two had 
in the small hours, while Ned was riding post haste over 
the black road to town for the Doctor. 

By the same trusty messenger did Virginia contrive to 
send a note to Mrs. Brice, begging her to explain her 
absence to Judge Whipple. By day or night Virginia 
did not leave Bellegarde. And once Dr. Polk, while 
walking in the garden, found the girl fast asleep on a 
bench, her sewing on her lap. Would that a master had 
painted his face as he looked down at her ! 

’Twas he who brought Virginia daily news of Judge 
Whipple. Bad news, alas ! for he seemed to miss her 
greatly. He had become more querulous and exacting 
with patient Mrs. Brice, and inquired for her continually. 
She would not go. But often, when he got into his buggy, 
the Doctor found the seat filled with roses and fresh fruit. 
Well he knew where to carry them. 

What Virginia’s feelings were at this time no one will 
ever know. God had mercifully given her occupation, 
first with the Judge, and later, when she needed it more, 
with Clarence. It was she whom he recognized fli’st of 
all, whose name was on his lips in his waking moments. 
With the petulance of returning reason, he pushed his 
mother away. Unless Virginia was at his bedside when 
he awoke, his fever rose. He put his hot hand into her 
cool one, and it rested there sometimes for hours. Them 
and only then, did he seem contented. 

The wonder was that her health did not fail. People 
who saw her during that fearful summer, fresh and with 
color in her cheeks, marvelled. Great-hearted Puss Russell, 
who came frequently to inquire, was quieted before her 
friend, and the frank and jesting tongue was silent in that 
presence. Anne Brinsmade came with her father and 
wondered. A miracle had changed Virginia. Her poise, 
her gentleness, her dignity, were the effects which people 
saw. Her force people felt. And this is why we cannot 
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of ourselves add 6ne cubit to our stature. It is God who 
changes, — who cleanses us of our levity with the fire of 
trial. Happy, thrice happy, those whom He chastenetli. 

And yet how many are there who could not bear the 
fire — who would cry out at the flame I . 

Little by little Clarence mended, until he came to sit 
out on the porch in the cool of the afternoon. Then 
he W'ould watch for hours the tassels stirring over the 
green fields of corn and the river running beyond, while tlie 
two women sat by. At times, when Mrs. Colfax’s head- 
aches came on, and Virginia was alone with him, he would 
talk of the war ; sometimes of their childhood, of the mad 
pranks they played here at Bellegarde, of their friends. 
Only when Virginia read to him the Northern account of 
the battles would he emerge from .a calm sadness into 
excitement ; and he clenched his fists and tried to rise 
when he heard of the capture of Jackson and the fall of 
Port Hudson. Of love he spoke not a word, and now 
that he was better he ceased to hold her hand. But often 
when she looked up from her book, she would surprise his 
dark eyes fixed upon her, and a look in them of but one 
interpretation. She was troubled. 

The Doctor came but every other day now, in the after- 
noon. It was his custom to sit for a while on the porch 
chatting cheerily with Virginia, his stout frame filling the 
rocking-chair. Dr. Polk’s indulgence was gossip — though 
always of a harmless nature: how Mr. Cliiyme always 
managed to squirm over to the side wdiich w^’as in favor, 
and how Maude Catherwood’s love-letter to a certain 
dashing officer of the Confederate army had been cap- 
tured and ruthlessly published in the hateful Dewormt 
It was the Doctor who gave Virginia news of the Judge, 
and sometimes he would mention Mrs. Brice. Then 
Clarence would raise his head ; and orice (she saw with 
trepidation) he had opened Ms lips to speak. 

One day the Doctor came, and Virginia looked into his 
face and divined that he had something to tell her. He 
sat but a few moments, and when he arose to go be took 
her hand. 
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I have a favor to beg of you, Jinny, ®Mie said, “ The 
Judge has lost his nurse. Do you think Glareiice could 
spare you for a little while every day? I shouldn’t ask 
it,” Dr. Polk continued, somewhat hurriedly for him, 
“ but the Judge cannot bear a stranger near him. And I 
am afraid to have him excited while in this condition.” 

“Mrs. Brice is ill?” she cried. And Clarence, watch- 
ing, saw her color go. 

“ No,” replied Dr. Polk, “ but her son Stephen has come 
home from the army. He was transferred to Lauman’s 
brigade, and then he was wounded.” He jangled the keys 
in his pocket and continued: “It seems that he had no 
business in the battle. Johnston in his retreat had driven 
animals into all the ponds and shot them, and in the hot 
weather the water was soon poisoned. Mr. Brice was 
scarcely well enough to stand when they made the chai’ge, 
and he is now in a dreadful condition. He is a fine fel- 
low,” added the Doctor, with a sigh. “ General Sherman 
sent a special physician to the boat with him. He is — ” 

Subconsciously the Doctor’s arm sought Virginia’s back, 
as though he felt her swaying. But he was looking at 
Clarence, who had jerked himself forward in his chair, his 
thin hands convulsively clutching at the arms of it. He 
did not appear to see Virginia. 

“Stephen Brice, did you say?” he cried; “will he 
die?’\ 

In his astonishment the Doctor passed his palm across 
his brow, and for a moment he did not answer, Virginia 
had taken a step from him, and was standing motionless, 
almost rigid, her eyes on his face. 

“ Die ? ” he said, repeating the word mechanically ; “ my 
God, I hope not. The danger is over, and he is resting 
easily. If he were not,” he said quickly and forcibly, “I 
should not be here.” 

The Doctor’s mare passed more than one fleet-footed 
trotter on the road to town that day. And the Doctor’s 
black servant heard his master utter the word “fool” 
twice, and with great emphasis. 

For a long time Virginia stood on the end of the porch, 
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until the heaving of the htiggy harness died on the soft 
road. She felt Clarence’s gaze upon her before she turned 
to face him. 

“ Virginia I ” He had called her so of late. 

“Yes, dear,” 

“Virginia, sit here a moment ; I have something to tell 
you.”. , 

She came and took the chair beside him, her heart beat- 
ing, her breast rising and falling. She looked into his 
eyes, and her own lashes fell before the hopelessness there. 
But he put out his fingers wasted by illness, and she took 
them in her own. 

He began slowly, as if every word cost him pain. 

“Virginia, we were children together here. I cannot 
remember the time when I did not love you, when I did 
not think of you as my wife. All I did when we played 
together was to try to win your applause. That was my 
nature. I could not help it. Do you remember the day 
I climbed out on the rotten branch of the big pear tree 
yonder to get you that pear — when I fell on the roof of 
Alfred’s cabin ? I did not feel the pain. It was because 
you kissed it and cried over me. You are crying now,” 
he said tenderly. “Don’t, Jinny. It isn’t to make you 
lad that I am saying this. 

“I have had a great deal of time to think lately, Jinny. 
t was not brought up seriously, — to be a man. I have 
been thinking of that day just before you were eigh- 
teen» when you rode out here. How well I rememher it I 
It was a purple day. The grapes were purple, and a 
purple haze was over there across the 'river. You had 
been cruel to me. You were grown a woman then, and I 
was still nothing but a boy. Do you remember the doe 
coming out of the forest, and how she ran screaming when 
I tried to kiss you ? You told me I was good for nothing. 
Please don’t interrupt me. It was true what yon said, 
that I was wild and utterly useless. I had never served 
or pleased any but myself,— -and you. I had never 
studied or worked. You were right when you told me 
I must learn something, — do something, — becoine of 
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how dare yon?” she eried, 

<‘‘1 dare anything, Virginia,” he answered quietly, 
am not blaming you. And I am sure that you did 
not realize that he was the ideal which you had in mind. 
The impression of him has never left it. Fate is in it. 
Again, that night at the Brinsmades’, when we were in 
fancy dress, I felt that I had lost you when I got back: 
He had been there when I was away, and gone again. 
And — and* — you never told me.” 

>Ht was a horrible mistake. Max,” she faltered. 
was waiting for you down the road, and stopped his horse 
instead. It — it was nothing — ” 

“It was fate, Jinny. In that half-hour I lost you. 
How I hated that man I ” he cried, “ how I hated him I ” 
“Hated I” exclaimed Virginia, involuntarily. ‘^Oh, 
no I ” 

“Yes,” he said, hated! I would have killed him if I 
could. But now • — ” 

“But now?” 

“ Now he has saved my life. I have not — I could not 
tell you before. He came into the place where I was 
lying in Vicksburg, and they told him that my only 
chance was to come North. I turned my back upon him, 
insulted him. Yet he went to Sherman and had me 
brought home — to you, Virginia. If he loves you, — and 
I have long suspected that he does — ” 

“ Oh, no,” she cried, hiding her face. ‘‘ No.” 

“I know he loves you, Jinny,” her cousin continued 
calmly, inexorahly. “And you know that he does. You 
must feel that he does. It was a brave thing to do, and 
a generous. He knew that you were engaged to me. 
He thought that he was saving me for you. He was 
giving up the hope of marrying you himself.” 

Virginia sprang to her feet. Unless you had seen her 
then, you had never known the woman in her glory:^ ^^ ^ 
“Marry a Yankee !” she cried. “Clarence Colfax, 
have you known and loved me all my life that you might 
accuse me of this ? Never, never, never! 

Transformed, he looked incredulous admiratiom 





CHAPTER X 

m JUDGE Whipple’s oepicb 

Aetbr tills Virginia went to the Judge’s bedside every 
day, ill the morning, when Clarence took his sleep. She 
read his newspapers to him when he was well enough. 
She read the detested Missouri Democrat^ which I think 
was the greatest trial Virginia ever had to put up with. 
To have her beloved South abused, to have her heroes 
ridiculed, was more than she could bear. Once, when 
the Judge was perceptibly better, she flung the paper out 
of the window, and left the room. He called her back 
penitently. 

“My dear,” he said, smiling admiration, “forgive an 
old bear. A selfish old bear, Jinny; my only excuse is 
my love for the Union. When you are not here^ I lie in 
agony, lest she has suffered some mortal blow unknown to 
me, Jinny. And if God sees fit to spare our great coun- 
try, the day will come when you will go down on your 
knees and thank Him for the inheritance which He saved 
for your children. You are a good woman, my dear, and 
a strong one. I have hoped that you will see the right. 
That you will marry a great citizen, one unwavering in 
his service and devotion to our Republic.” 

The Judge’s voice trembled with earnestness as he 
spoke. And the gray eyes under the shaggy brow-s were 
alight with the sacred fire of his life’s purpose. Undaunted* 
as her spirit was, she could not answer him then. 

Once, only once, he said to her: “Virginia,! loved your 
father better than any man I ever knew. Please God I 
may see him again before I die.” 

spoke of the piano. But sometimes at twi- 
light would rest on the black cloth that hid it. 

Virginia herself never touched that cloth. To her it 
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seemed the shroud upon a life of happiness that was dead 
and gone, ■ 

Virginia had not been with Judge Whipple during the 
critical week after Stephen was brought home. But Anne 
had told her that his anxiety was a pitiful thing to see^ 
and that it had left him perceptibly weaker. Certain it 
was that he was failing fast. So fast that on some days 
Virginia, watching him, would send Ned or Shadrach in 
hot haste for Dr. Polk. 

At noon Anne would relieve Virginia, — Anne or her 
mother, — and frequently Mr. Brinsmade would come 
likewise. E'er it is those who have the most to do who 
find the most time for charitable deeds. As the hour for 
their coming drew near, the Judge would be seeking the 
clock, and scarce did Anne’s figure appear in the doorway 
before the question had arisen to his lips : — 

“ And how is my young Captain to-day ? ” 

That is what he called him, — ^‘my young Captain,” 

Virginia’s choice of her cousin, and her devotion to him, 
while seemingly natural enough, had drawn many a sigh 
from Anne. She thought it strange that Virginia herself 
had never once asked her about Stephen’s condition, and 
she spoke of this one day to the Judge with as much 
warmth as she was capable of. 

“Jinny’s heart is like steel where a Yankee is con- 
cerned. If her best friend were a Yankee — ” 

Judge Whipple checked her, smiling, 

“ She has been very good to one Yankee I know of,” he 
said. “ And as for Mrs. Brice, I believe she worships 
her.” 

“ But when I said that Stephen was much better to-day, 
she swept out of the room as if she did not care whether 
he lived or died.” 

“ Well, Anne,” the Judge had answered, “you women 
are a puzzle to me. I guess you don’t understand your- 
selves,” he added. 

That was a strange month in the life of Clarence Col- 
fax, —the last of his recovery, while he was waiting for 
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the news of his exchange. Bellegarde was never more 
beautiful, for Mrs. Colfax had no whim of letting the 
place run down because a great war was in progress. 
Though devoted to the South, she did not consecrate her 
fortune to it. Clarence gave as much as he could. 

Whole afternoons Virginia and he would sit in the 
shaded arbor seat ; or at the cool of the day descend to 
the bench on the lower tier of the summer garden, to 
steep, as it were, in the blended perfumes of the roses and 
the mignonettes and the pinks. He was soberer than of 
old. Often through the night he pondered on the change 
in her. She, too, was grave. But he was troubled to 
analyze her gravity, her dignity. Was this merely 
strength of character, the natural result of the trials 
through which she had passed, the habit acquired of being 
the helper and comforter instead of the helped and com- 
forted? Long years afterward the brightly colored 
portrait of her remained in his eye, — the simple linen 
gown of pink or white, the brown hair shining in the 
sunlight, the graceful poise of the head. And the back- 
ground of flowers — flowers everywhere, far from the 
field of war. 

Sometimes, when she brought his breakfast on a tray 
in the morning, there was laughter in her eyes. In the 
days gone by they had been all laughter. 

They were engaged. She was to be his wife. He said it 
over to himself many, many times in the day. He would 
sit for a space, feasting his eyes upon her until she lifted 
her look to his, and the rich color flooded her face. He 
was not a lover to sit quietly by, was Clarence. And yet, 
as the winged days flew on, that is what he did. It was 
not that she did not respond to his advances: he did not 
make them. Nor could he have told why. Was it the 
chivalry inherited from a long life of Coif axes who were 
gentlemen? Not wholly. Something of awe had crept 
into his feeling for her. 

As the month wore on, and the time drew near for him 
to go back to the war, a state that was not quite estrange- 
ment, and yet something very like it, set in. Poor 


452 


THE CEISIS 


Glarence I Doubts bothered him, and he dared not give 
them voice. By night he would plan his speeches, — 
impassioned, imploring. To see her in her marvellous 
severity was to strike him dumb. HoiTible thought I 
Whether she loved him, whether she did not love him, 
she would not give him up. Through the long years of 
their lives together, he would never know. He was not 
a weak man now, was Clarence Colfax. He was merely 
a man possessed of a devil, enchained by the power of 
self-repression come upon her whom he loved. 

And day by day that power seemed to grow more in- 
tense, — - invulnerable. Among her friends and in the 
little household it had raised Virginia to heights which 
she herself did not seem to realize. She was become 
the mistress of Bellegarde. Mrs. Colfax was under its 
sway, and doubly miserable because Clarence would listen 
to her tirades no more. 

‘‘ When are you to be married ? ” she had ventured to 
ask him once. Nor had she taken pains to hide the sar- 
casm in her voice. 

His answer, bringing with it her remembrance of her 
husband at certain times when it was not safe to question 
him, had silenced her. Addison Colfax had not been a 
quiet man. When he was quiet he was dangerous. 

^‘Whenever Virginia is ready, mother,” he had replied. 

Whenever Virginia was ready ! He knew in Ms heart 
that if he were to ask her permission to send for Dr, 
Posthelwaite to-morrow that she would say yes. To- 
morrow came, — and with it a great envelope, an official 
answer to Clarence’s report that he was fit for duty once 
more. He had been exchanged. He was to proceed to 
Cairo, there to await the arrival of the transport Indian- 
apolis^ which was to carry five hundred officers and men 
from Sandusky Prison, who were going back to fight once 
more for the Confederacy. O that they might have 
seen the North, all those brave men who made that sacri- 
fice I That they might have realized the numbers and 
the resources and the wealth arrayed against them ! 

It was a cool day for September, a perfect day, an auspi- 
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clous day, and yet it went the way of the others before it. 
This was the very fulness of the year, the earth giving 
out the sweetness of her maturity, the corn in martial 
ranks, with golden plumes nodding. The forest still in 
its glory of green. They walked in silence the familiar 
paths, and Alfred, clipping the late roses for the supper 
table, shook his white head as they passed him. The sun, 
who had begun to hurry on his southward journey, went 
to bed at six. The few clothes Clarence was to take with 
him had been packed by Virginia in his bag, and the two 
were standing in the twilight on the steps of the house, 
when Ned came around the corner. He called his young 
mistress by name, but she did not hear him. He called 
again. 

^vMiss Jinny! ” 

She started as from a sleep, and paused. 

Yes, Mr. Johnson,” said she, and smiled. He wore 
that air of mystery so dear to darkeys. 

Geinmen to see you, Miss Jinny.” 

A gentleman ! ” she said in surprise. Where 

The negro pointed to the lilac shrubbery. 

‘‘Thar!” 

What’s all this nonsense, Ned ? ” said Clarence, sharply. 

If a man is there, bring him here at once.” 

“ Reckon he won’t come, Marse Cla’ence.” said Ned. 
“He fearful skeered ob de light ob day. He got suthin^ 
very pertickler fo’ Miss Jinny.” 

“ Do you know him?” Clarence demanded. 

“No sah — yessah — leastwise I’be seed ’urn. Name’^s 
Robimson.” 

The word was hardly out of his mouth before Virginia 
had leaped down the four feet from the porch to the 
flower-bed and was running across the lawn toward the 
shrubbery. Parting the bushes after her, Clarence found 
his cousin confronting a large man, whom he recognized 
as the carrier who brought messages from the South. 

“ What’s the matter, Jinny?” be demanded. 

“Pa has got through the lines,” she said breathlessly. 
“ He — he came up to see. me. ' ■ Where is he, Robinson ?■” 
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He went to Judge Whipple’s rooms, ma’am. They 
say the Judge is dying. I reckoned you knew it, Miss 
Jinny,” Robinson added contritely. 

‘‘Glarence,” she said, “I must go at once.” 

‘‘ I will go with you,” he said ; “ you cannot go alone.” 
In a twinkling Ned and Sambo had the swift pair of 
horses harnessed, and the light carriage was flying over 
the soft clay road toward the city. As they passed Mr. 
Brinsmade’s place, the moon hung like a great round lan- 
tern under the spreading trees about the house. Clarence 
caught a glimpse of his cousin’s face in the light. She 
was leaning forward, her gaze fixed intently on the stone 
posts which stood like monuments between the bushes at 
the entrance. Then she drew back again into the dark 
corner of the barouche. She was startled by a sharp 
challenge, and the carriage stopped. Looking out, she 
saw the provost’s guard like black card figures on the 
road, and Ned fumbling for his pass. 

On they drove into the city streets until the dark bulk 
of the Court House loomed in front of them, and Ned drew 
rein at the little stairway which led to the Judge’s rooms. 
Virginia, leaping out of the carriage, flew up the steps 
and into the outer oflBice, and landed in the Colonel’s 
arms. 

Jinny ! ” 

Oh, Pa ! ” she cried. Why do you risk your life in 
this way? If the Yankees catch you — ” 

‘‘They won’t catch me, honey,” he answered, kissing 
her. Then he held her out at arm’s length and gazed 
earnestly into her face. Trembling, she searched his own. 
“ Pa, how old you look ! ” 

“I’m not precisely young, my dear,” he said, smiling. 
His hair was nearly white, and his face seared. But he 
was a fine erect figure of a man, despite the shabby ciothes 
he wore, and the mud-bespattered boots. 

“Pa,” she whispered, “it was foolhardy to come here. 
Why did you come to St. Louis at all ? ” 

“I came to see you, Jinny, I reckon. And when I got 
home to-night and heard Silas was dying, I just couldn’t 



465 


IE JUDGE WHIPPLFS OFFICE 

resist. He’s the oldest friend I’ye got in St. Louis, honey, 
andnow — now; — ” 

Pa, you’ve been in battle ? ” 

Yes,” he said. 

^vAnd you weren’t hurt; I thank God for that,” she 
whispered. After a while : ‘^Is Uncle Silas dying?” 

“ Yes, Jinny ; Dr. Polk is in there now, and says that lie 
can’t last through the night. Silas has been asking for 
you, honey, over and over. He says you were very good 
to him, — that you and Mrs. Brice gave up everything to 
nurse him.” 

“ She did,” Virginia faltered. “ She was here night 
and day until her son came home. She is a noble 
woman — ” 

“ Her son ? ” repeated the Colonel. “ Stephen Brice ? 
Silas has done nothing the last half-hour but call his 
name. He says he must see the boy before he dies. Polk 
says he is not strong enough to come.” 

“Oh, no, he is not strong enough,” cried Virginia. 

The Colonel looked down at her queerly. 

“Where is Clarence?” he asked. 

She had not thought of Clarence. She turned hurriedly, 
glanced around the room, and then peered down the dark 
stairway. 

“ Why, he came in with me. I wonder why he did not 
follow me up ? ” 

“Virginia.” 

; “Yes, Pa.” 

“ Virginia, are you happy ? ” 

“Why, yes, Pa.” 

“Are you going to marry Clarence? ” he asked. 

“ I have promised,” she said simply. 

Then after a long pause, seeing her father said nothing, 
she added, “ Perhaps he was waiting for you to see me 
alone. I will go down to see if he is in the carriage.” 

The Colonel started with her, but she pulled Mm back 
in alarm. , 

“ You will be seen, Pa,” she cried. “ How can you be 
so reckless?” ■ 
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He stayed at the top of the passage, holding open the 
door that she might have light. When she reached the 
sidewalk, there was Ned standing beside the horses, and 
the carriage empty. 

^‘Ned,!’’ 

Yass’m, Miss Jinny.” . 

“Where’s Mr. Clarence?” 

“ He done gone, Miss Jinny.” 

“Gone?” 

“Yass’m. Fust I seed was a man plump ont’n Will- 
ums’s, Miss Jinny. He w^as a-g wine shufflin’ up de street 
when Marse Cla’ence put out after him, pos’ has’e. Den 
he run.” 

She stood for a moment on the pavement in thought, 
and paused on the stairs again, wondering whether it were 
best to tell her father. Perhaps Clarence had seen — she 
caught her breath at the thought and pushed open the 
door. 

“ Oh, Pa, do you think you are safe here ? ” she cried. 

“ Why, yes, honey, I reckon so,” he answered. “ Where’s 
Clarence ? ” 

“Ned says he ran after a man who was hiding in an 
entrance. Pa, I am afraid they are watching the place.” 

“I don’t think so, Jinny. I came here with Polk, in his 
buggy, after dark.” 

Virginia, listening, heard footsteps on the stairs, and 
seized her father’s sleeve. 

“Think of the risk you are running, Pa,” she whispered. 
She wmuld have dragged him to the closet. But it was 
too late. The door opened, and Mr. Brinsmade entered, 
and with him a lady veiled. 

At sight of Mr. Carvel Mr. Brinsmade started back in 
surprise. How long he stared at his old friend Virginia 
could not say. It seemed to her an eternity. But Mrs. 
Brice has often told since how straight the Colonel 
stood, his fine head thrown back, as he returned the 
glance. Then Mr. Brinsmade came forward, wdth Ms 
hand outstretched. 

Comyn,” said he, his voice breaking a little, “ I have 
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known you these many years as a man of unstaiiied honor. 
You are safe with me. I ask no questions. God will Judge 
whether I have done my duty.” 

Mr. Carvel took his friend’s hand. Thank you, Calvin,” 
he said. “I give you my word of honor as a gentleman 
that I came into this city for no other reason than to see 
my daughter. And hearing that mj old friend was dying, 
I could not resist the temptation, sir — ” 

Mr. Brinsmade finished for him. And his voice shook. 

To come to his bedside. How many men do you think 
would risk their lives so, Mrs. Brice ? ” 

“Not many, indeed, Mr. Brinsmade,” she answered. 
“ Thank God he will now die happy. I know it has been 
much on his mind.” 

The Colonel bowed over her hand. 

“And in his name, madam, — in the name of niy oldest 
and best friend, — I thank you for what you have done for 
him. I trust that you will allow me to add that I have 
learned from my daughter to respect and admire you. I 
hope that your son is doing well.” 

“ He is, thank you, Colonel Carvel. If he but knew 
that the Judge were dying, I could not have kept him at 
home. Dr. Polk says that he must not leave the house, 
or undergo any excitement.” 

Just then the door of the inner room opened, and Dr. 
Polk came out. He bowed gravely to Mrs. Brice and 
Mr. Brinsmade, and he patted Virginia. 

“The Judge is still asleep,” he said gently. “And — 
he may not wake up in this world.” 

Silently, sadly, they went together into that little room 
where so much of Judge Whipple’s life had been spent. 
How little it was ! And how completely they filled it, — 
these five people and the big Rothfieid covered with the 
black cloth. Virginia pressed her father’s arm as they 
leaned against it, and brushed her eyes. The Doctor 
turned the wick of the night-lamp. 

What was that upon the sleeper’s face from which they 
drew back? A smile? Yes, and a light. The di?iiie 
light which is shed upon those who have lived for 
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others, who have denied themselves the lusts of the flesh. 
For a long space, perhaps an hour, they stayed, silent 
save for a low word now and again from the Doctor 
as he felt the Judge’s heart. Tableaux from the past 
floated before Virginia’s eyes. Of the old days, of the 
happy days in Locust Street, of the Judge quarrelling 
with her father, and she and Captain Lige smiling near 
by. And she remembered how sometimes when the con- 
troversy was finished the Judge would rub his nose and 
say s — ■ ' 

It’s my turn now, Lige.” 

Whereupon the Captain would open the piano, and she 
would play the hymn that he liked best. It was ^^Lead, 
Kindly Light,” 

What was it in Silas Whipple’s nature that courted the 
pain of memories? What pleasure could it have been 
all through his illness to look upon this silent and cruel 
reminder of days gone by forever? She had heard that 
Stephen Brice had been with the Judge when he had bid 
it in. She wondered that he had allowed it, for they said 
that he was the only one who had ever been known to 
break the Judge’s will. Virginia’s eyes rested on Mar- 
garet Brice, who was seated at the head of the bed, smooth- 
ing the pillows. The strength of Stephen’s features were 
in hers, but not the ruggedness. Her features were large, 
indeed, yet stanch and softened. The widow, as if feel- 
ing Virginia’s look upon her, glanced up from the Judge’s 
face and smiled at her. The girl colored with pleasure, 
and again at the thought which she had had of the likeness 
between mother and son. 

, Still the Judge slept on, while they watched. And at 
length the thought of Clarence crossed Virginia’s mind. 
Why had he not returned? Perhaps he was in the office 
without. Whispering to her father, she stole out on tip- 
toe. The office was empty. Descending to the street, 
she was unable to gain any news of Clarence from Ned, 
who was becoming alarmed likewise. 

Perplexed and troubled, she climbed the stairs again. 
No sound came from the Judge’s room. Perhaps Clar- 
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eBce would be back at any moment. Perhaps her father 
was in danger. She sat down to think, — her elbows on 
the desk ill front of her, her chin in her hand, her eyes at 
the level of a line of books which stood on end- — Chittfs 
Pleadings^ Blaakstone^ Grreenleaf on Evidence. Absepitly, 
as a person whose mind is in trouble, she reached out and 
took one of them down and opened it. Across the fly- 
leaf, in a high and bold hand, was written the name, 
Stephen Atterhury Brice. 

It was his desk ! She was sitting in his chair I 

She dropped the book, and, rising abruptly, crossed 
quickly to the other side of the room. Then she turned, 
hesitatingly, and went back. This was his desk — his 
chair, in which he had worked so faithfully for the man 
who lay dying beyond the door. For him whom they 
all loved- — whose last hours they w^ere here to soothe. 
Wars and schisms may part our bodies, but stronger 
ties unite our souls. Through Silas Whipple, through 
his mother, Virginia knew that she was woven of one 
piece with Stephen Brice. In a thousand ways she was 
reminded, lest she drive it from her belief. She might 
marry another, and that would not matter. 

She sank again into his chair, and gave herself over to 
the thoughts crowding in her heart. How the threads of 
his life ran next to hers, and crossed and recrossed them ! 
The slave auction, her dance with him, the Fair, the meet- 
ing at Mr. Brinsmade’s gate, — she knew them all. Her 
love and admiration for his mother. Her dreams of him — 
for she did dream of him. And now he had saved Clar- 
ence’s life that she might marry her cousin. Was it true 
that she would marry Clarence? That seemed to her only 
a dream. It had never seemed real. Again she glanced at 
the signature in the book, as if fascinated by the very 
strength of it. She turned over a few pages of the book. 
^‘ Supposing the defendant’s counsel essays to prove by 
means of — ” that was his writing again, a marginal 
note. There were marginal notes on every page ; even 
the last was covered with them. And then at the end, 
First reading, February, 1858, Second reading, July, 
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not humiliation enough, with one of his books taken down 
and laid open at his signature. Suffused, she groped for 
words to carry her on. I am waiting for Clarence, 
Mr. Brice. He was here, and is gone somewhere,” 

He did not seem to take account of the speech. And 
his silence — goad to indiscretion — pressed her to add:— • 

“You saved him, Mr. Brice, I— we all — thank you 
so much. And that is not all I want to say. It is a poor 
enough acknowledgment of what you did, — for we have 
not always treated you well.” Her voice faltered almost 
to faintness, as he raised his hand in pained protest. But 
she continued ; “I shall regard it as a debt I can never 
repay. It is not likely that in my life to come I can ever 
help you, but I shall pray for that opportunity.” 

He interrupted her. 

“ I did nothing, Miss Carvel, nothing that the most 
unfeeling man in our army would not do. Nothing that 
I would not have done for the merest stranger.” 

“You saved him for me,” she said. 

0 fateful words that spoke of themselves ! She turned 
away from him for very shame, and yet she heard him 
saying ; — 

“ Yes, I saved him for you.” 

His voice was in the very note of the sadness which has 
the strength to suffer, to put aside the thought of self. 
A note to which her soul responded with anguish when 
she turned to him with the natural cry of woman. 

“ Oh, you ought not to have come here to-night. Why 
did you come ? The Doctor forbade it. The consequences 
may kill you.” ; v 

‘•‘ It does not matter much,” he answered. “ The J edge 
was- dying.” , 

“ How did you know ? ” 

“I guessed it, — because my mother had left me.” 

“ Oh, you ought not to have come ! ” she said again. 
“The Judge has been my benefactor,” he answered 
quietly. “ I could walk, and it was my duty to come.” - , 

- TjrciTlr t- csVi Q ..rvo 


; You,did;hot walk i 
He smiled. 


she gasped. 
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had no carriage/’ he said. 

With the instinct of her sex she seized the chair and 
placed it under him. ^‘You must sit down at once/’ she 
cried. 

“ But I am not tired/’ he replied. 

Oh, you must sit down, you must^ Captain Brice.” He 
started at the title, which came so prettily from her lips. 

‘‘ Won’t you please?” she said pleadingly. 

He sat down. And, as the sun peeps out of a troubled 
sky, she smiled. 

It is your chair,” she said. 

He glanced at the book, and the bit of sky was crimson. 
But still he said nothing. 

“It is your book,” she stammered. “I did not know 
that it was yours when I took it down. I — I was look- 
ing at it while I was waiting for Clarence.” 

“It is dry reading,” he remarked, which was not what 
he wished to say. 

“And yet — ” » 

“Yes?” 

“And yet you have read it twice.” The confession 
had slipped to her lips. 

She was sitting on the edge of his desk, looking down 
at him. Still he did not look at her. All the will that 
was left him averted his head. And the seal of honor 
was upon his speech. And he wondered if man were 
ever more tempted. 

Then the evil spread its wings, and soared away into 
the night. And the moment was past. Peace seemed 
to come upon them both, quieting the tumult in their 
hearts, and giving them back their reason. Respect like- 
wise came to the girl, — respect that was akin to awe. It 
was he who spoke first. 

“ My mother has told me how faithfully you nursed 
the Judge, Miss Carvel. It was a very noble thing to 
do”' 

“ Not noble at all,” she replied hastily. “ Your mother 
did the most of it. And he is an old friend of my 
father—” 
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‘‘It was none the less noble/' said Stephen, warmly. 
“ And he quarrelled with Colonel CarveL” 

“ My father quarrelled with him,” she corrected. “ It 
was well that I should make some atonement. And yet 
mine was no atonement. I love Judge Whipple. It was 
a — a privilege to see your mother every day — oh, how 
he would talk of you! I think he loves you better than 
any one on this earth.” 

“ Tell me about him,” said Stephen, gently. 

Virginia told him, and into the narrative she threw the 
whole of her pent-up self. How patient the Judge had 
been, and the joy he had derived from Stephen’s letters. 
“ You were very good to write to him so often,” she said. 
It seemed like a dream to Stephen, like one of the many 
dreams of her, the mystery of which was of the inner life 
beyond our ken. He could not recall a time when she 
had not been rebellious, antagonistic. And now — as he 
listened to her voice, with its exquisite low tones and 
modulations, as he sat there in this sacred intimacy, per- 
chance to be the last in his life, he became dazed. His 
eyes, softened, with supreme eloquence cried out that she 
was his, forever and forever. The magnetic force which 
God uses to tie the worlds together was pulling him to 
her. And yet the Puritan resisted — 

Then the door swung open, and Clarence Colfax, out 
of breath, ran into the room. He stopped short when he 
saw them, his hand fell to his sides, and his wox’ds died on 
his lips. Virginia did not stir. 

It was Stephen who rose to meet him, and with her eyes 
the girl followed his motions. The broad and loosely 
built frame of the Northerner, his shoulders slightly stoop- 
ing, contrasted with Clarence’s slighter figure, erect, com- 
pact, springy. The Southerner’s eye, for that momeiih 
was flint struck with the spark from the steel. Stephen’s 
face, thinned by illness, was grave. The eyes kindly, yet 
penetrating. For an instant they stood thus regarding 
each other, neither offering a hand. It was Stephen who 
spoke first, and if there was a trace of emotion in Ms 
voice, one who was listening intently failed to mark it. 
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‘^I am glad to see that you have recovered. Colonel 
Colfax,” he said. 

“I should indeed be without gratitude if I did not 
thank Captain Brice for my life,” answered Clarence. 

Virginia flushed. She had detected the undue ac- 
cent oil her cousin’s last words, and she glanced apprehen- 
sively at Stephen* His forceful reply surprised them 
both. 

“Miss Carvel has already thanked me sufficiently, sir,” 
he said. “I am happy to have been able to have done 
you a good turn, and at the same time to have served her 
so well.. It was she who saved your life. It is to her 
your thanks are chiefly due. I believe that I am not 
going too far, Colonel Colfax,” he added, “when I con- 
gratulate you both.” 

Before her cousin could recover, Virginia slid down 
from the desk and had come between them. How her 
eyes shone and her lip trembled as she gazed at him, 
Stephen has never forgotten. What a woman she was 
as she took her cousin’s arm and made him a curtsey. 

“What you have done may seem a light thing to you, 
Captain Brice,” she said. “ That is apt to be the way 
with those who have big hearts. You have put upon 
Colonel Colfax, and upon me, a life’s obligation.” 

When she began to speak, Clarence raised his head. 
'As he glanced, incredulous, from her to Stephen, his look 
gradually softened, and when she had finished, bis man- 
ner had become again frank, boyish, impetuous — nay, 
penitent. He seized Stephen’s hand. 

“Forgive me, Brice,” he cried. “Fox'give me. I 
should have known better. I— -I did you an injustice, 
and you, Virginia. I was a fool — a scoundreL” 

Stephen shook his head. 

“No, you were neither,” he said. Then upon his face 
came the smile of one who has the strength to renounce 
all that is dearest to him — that smile of the unselfish, 
sweetest of all. It brought tears to Virginia. She was 
to see it once again, upon the features of one who bore a 
cross, — Abraham Lincoln. Clarence looked, and then he 
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iinnied away toward tlie door to the stairway, as one who 
walks Mindly, in a sorrow. 

His hand was on the knob when Virginia seemed to 
awake. She flew after him. 

Wait 1 ” she whispered. 

Then she raised her eyes, slowly, to Stephen, who was 
standing motionless beside his chair. 

Captain Brice ! ” 

‘‘ Yes,” he answered. 

My father is in the Judge’s room,” she said. 

Your father ! ” he exclaimed. ‘‘ I thought — ^ 

‘‘That he was an officer in the Confederate Army. So 
he is.” tier head went up as she spoke. 

Stephen stared at her, troubled. Suddenly her manner 
changed. She took a step toward him, appealingly. 

“ Oh, he is not a spy,” she cried. “ He has given Mr. 
Brinsinade his word that he came here for no other pur- 
pose than to see me. Then he heard that the Judge was 
dying — ” 

“ He has given his word to Mr, Brinsmade ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Then,” said Stephen, “ what Mr. Brinsmade sanctions 
is not for me to question.” 

She gave him yet another look, a fleeting one which he 
did not see. Then she softly opened the door and passed 
into the room of the dying man. Stephen followed her. 

As for Clarence, he stood for a space staring after them. 
Then he went noiselessly down the stairs into the street. 
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and the light of prophecy was in them. would that 
God had spared me to see this Union supreme once more. 
Yes, it will be supreme. A high destiny is reserved for 
this nation — I think the -highest of all on this earth.” 

Amid profound silence he leaned back on the pillows 
from which he had risen, his breath coming fast. None 
dared look at the neighbor beside them. 

It was Stephen’s mother who spoke. “ Would you not 
like to see a clergyman. Judge?” she asked. 

The look on his face softened as he turned to her. 

“ No, madam,” he answered ; you are clergyman enough 
for me. You are near enough to God — there is no one in 
this room who is not worthy to stand in the presence of 
death. Yet I wish that a clergyman were here, that he 
might listen to one thing I have to say. When I was a 
boy I worked my way down the river to New York, to see 
the city. I met a bishop there. He said to me, ‘Sit 
down, my son, I want to talk to you. I know your father 
in Albany. You are Senator Whipple’s son.’ I said to 
him, ‘No, sir, I am not Senator Whipple’s son. I am no 
relation of his.’ If the bishop had wished to talk to me 
after that, Mrs. Brice, he might have made my life a little 
easier — a little sweeter. I know that they are not all 
like that. But it was by just such things that I was 
embittered when I was a boy.” He stopped, and when he 
spoke again, it was more slowly, more gently, than any of 
them had heard him speak in all his life before. “I wish 
that some of the blessings which I am leaving now had 
come to me then — • when 1 was a boy. I might have done 
my little share in making the world a brighter place to 
live in, as all of you have done. Yes, as all of you are 
now doing for me, I am leaving the world with a better 
opinion of it than I ever held in life. God hid the sun 
from me when I was a little child. Margaret Brice, ’ he 
said, “if I had had such a mother as you, I would have 
been softened then. I thank God that He sent you when 
He did.” 

The widow bowed her head, and a tear fell upon his 
pillom 
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I have doae nothing,” she mTiminred, nothing.” 

So shall they answer at the last whom He has chosen, 
said the Judge. I was sick, and ye visited me. He has 
promised to remember those who do that. Hold up your 
head, my daughter. God has been good to you. He has 
given you a son whom all men may look in the face, of 
whom you need never be ashamed. Stephen,” said the 
Judge, "^‘coine here.” 

Stephen made his way to the bedside, but beca^iise of the 
moisture in his eyes he saw but dimly the gaunt face. 
And yet he shrank back in awe at the change in it. So 
must all of the martyrs have looked when the fire of the 
faggots licked their feet. So must John Bunyaii have 
stared through his prison bars at tbe sky. 

“ Stephen,” he said, “ you have been faithful in a few 
things. So shall you be made ruler over many things. 
The little I have I leave to you, and the chief of this is 
an untarnished name. I know that you will be true to it 
because I have tried your strength. Listen carefully to 
what I have to say, for I have thought over it long. In 
the days gone by our fathers worked for the good of the 
people, and they had no thought of gain. A time is com- 
ing when we shall need that blood and that bone in this 
Republic. Wealth not yet dreamed of will flow out of 
this land, and the waters of it will rot all save the pure, 
and corrupt all save the incorruptible. Half-tried men 
will go down before that flood. You and those like you 
will remember how your fathers governed, — strongly, 
sternly, justly. It was so that they governed themselves. 
Be vigilant. Serve your city, serve your state, but above 
all serve your country.” 

He paused to catch his breath, which was coming pain- 
fully now, and reached out his bony hand to seek Stephen’s. 

was harsh with you at first, my son,” he went on. 
‘‘I wished to try you. And when I had tried you I 
wished your mind to open, to keep pace with the growth 
of this nation. I sent you to see Abraham Lincoln — 
that you might be born again — in the West. You were 
born again. I saw it when you came back. I saw it in 
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yotir face. O God,” he cried, with sudden eloquence, 
^‘ would that his hands — Abraham Lincoln’s hands — 
might be laid upon all who complain and cavil and criti- 
cise, and think of the little things in life I Would that 
his spirit might possess their spirit ! ” 

He stopped again. They marvelled and were awed, for 
never in all his days had such sx3eech broken from this man. 

Good-by, Stephen,” he said, when they thought he was 
not to speak again, ^‘Hold the image of Abraham Lin- 
coln in front of you. Never forget him. You — you are 
a man after his own heart — and — and mine.” 

The last word was scarcely audible. They started for- 
ward, for his eyes were closed. But presently he stirred 
again, and opened them. 

Brinsmade,” he said, “ Brinsmade, take care of my 
orphan girls. Send Shadracli here.” 

The negro came forth, shuffling and sobbing, from the 
doorway. 

You ain’t gwine away, Marse Jedge ?’^ 

‘‘Yes, Shadracli, good-by. You have served me well. 
I have left you pimvided for.” 

Shadi’ach kissed the hand of whose secret charity he knew 
so much. Then the Judge withdrew it, and motioned to 
him to rise. He called his oldest friend by name. And 
Colonel Carvel came from the corner where he had been 
listening, with his face drawn. 

“ Goocbby, Corny n. You were my friend when there was 
none other. You were true to me when the hand of every 
man was against me. You — yon have risked your life to 
come to me here. May God spare it for Virginia.” 

At the sound of her name, the girl started. She came 
and bent over him. And when she kissed him on the 
forehead, he trembled, 

“ Uncle Silas ! ” she faltered. 

Weakly he reached up and put his hands on her shoul- 
ders, He whispered in her ear. The tears came and lay 
wet upon her lashes as she undid the button at his throat. 
There, on apiece of cotton twine, hung a little key. She 
took it off^ but still his hands held her. 



470 


the crisis 


bless^ you wh 'Vf t “ God 

n.ake your life hippy VirSa-wH^^^^^ 

hymn — onoemorSnce S”? "y- 

Ihe SiS“ It'w^Sten'r'’ P™- “<• 

“ftli ^ 

ealMon gT^ra Irei? tof h ’?'®' ’’’''' S"''* 
remem bei’ecf chords and thn«P djvine to the well- 

lifted fa, .bov, and 

S ThSme^M f’ encircling gloom, 

L^WoVnifS’ ^ 

I lie distant scene ; one step enough for me ” 

A^sigh shook Silas Whipple’s wasted frame, and so he 


CHAPTER XII 

THE LAST CABD 

Mr. Brinsmade and the Doctor were the first to leave 
the little room where Silas Whipple had lived and worked 
and died, Mr. Brinsmade bent upon one of those errands 
which claimed him at all times. He took Shadrach with 
him. Virginia sat on, a vague fear haunting her, — a fear 
for her father’s safety. Where was Clarence? What 
had he seen ? Was the place watched ? These questions, 
at first intruding upon her sorrow, remained to torture 
her. 

Softly she stirred from the chair where she had sat 
before the piano, and opened the door of the outer office. 
A clock in a steeple near by was striking twelve. The 
Colonel did not raise his head. Only Stephen saw her 
go ; she felt his eyes following her, and as she slipped 
out lifted hers to meet them for a brief instant through 
the opening of the door. Then it closed behind her. 

First of all she knew that the light in the outer office 
was burning dimly, and the discovery gave her a shock. 
Who had turned it down ? Had Clarence ? Was he 
here ? Ifearfully searching the room for him, her gaze was 
held by a figure in the recess of the window at the hack of 
the room. A solid, bulky figure it was, and, though 
uncertainly outlined in the semi-darkness, she knew it. 
She took a step nearer, and a cry escaped her. 

The man was Eliphalet Hopper. He got down from 
the sill with a motion at once sheepish and stealthy. Her 
breath caught, and instinctively she gave back toward the 
door, as if to open it again. 

‘‘Hold on I ” he said. ' “I’ve got something I want to 
say to you, Miss Virgir la.” 
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“Twice Stephen shook him so that his head beat upon the table” 







He is Iiere/’ he said, inteiiKse now. He is here^ in that 
there room.’’ He seized her wrists. Virginia struggled^ 
and yet she refrained from crying out. He never leaves 
this city without I choose. I can have him hung if 
choose,” he whispered, next to her. 

“ Oil ! ” she cried ; oh, if you choose I ” 

Still his body crept closer, and his face closer. And her 
strength was going. 

There's but one price to pay,” he said hoarsely, 
there’s but one price to pay, and that’s you — you, I 
cal’late you’ll marry me now.” 

Delirious at the touch of her, he did not hear the door 
open. Her senses were strained for that very sound. 
She heard it close again, and a footstep across the room. 
She knew the step — she knew the voice, and her heart 
leaped at the sound of it in anger. An arm in a blue 
sleeve came between them, and Eliphalet Hopper stag- 
gered and fell across the books on the table, his hand to 
his face. Above him towered Stephen Brice. Towered 
was the impression that came to Vii'ginia then, and so she 
thought of the scene ever afterward. Small bits, like 
points of tempered steel, glittered in Stephen’s eyes, and 
his hands following up the mastery he had given them 
clutched Mr. Hopper’s shoulders. Twice Stephen shook 
him so that his head beat upon the table. 

t<iYou — you beast ! ” he cried, but he kept his voice 
low. And then, as if he expected Hopper to reply 
Shall I kill you?” 

Again he shook him violently. He felt V 
touch on his arm. 

Stephen ! ” she cried, your wounds ! Be 
Oh, do be careful ! ” 

She had called him Stephen. He turned 
hands fell from Mr. Hopper’s cowering form as 
met liers. Even he could not fathom the 
yearning, in their dark blue depths. And yet 
there made him tremble. She turned away 
“ Please sit down,” she entreated, 
touch me again while you are here.” 
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No, I ain’t spy,” he said, with a meaning glance at 
the Colonel. 

“ Then what are you doing here ? ” demanded Clarence, 
fiercely. 

“I caFlate that he knows,” Eliphalet replied, jerking 
his head toward Colonel Carvel. “Where’s liis Confed- 
erate uniform? What’s to prevent my calling up the 
provost’s guard below ? ” he continued, with a smile that 
was hideous on his swelling face. 

It was the Colonel who answered him, very quickly and 
very clearly. 

“Nothing whatever, Mr. Hopper,” he said. “This is 
the way out.” He pointed at the door. Stephen, who 
was watching him, could not tell whether it were a grim 
smile that creased the corners of the Colonel’s mouth as 
he added, “You might prefer the window.” 

Mr. Hopper did not move, but his eyes shifted to Yir- 
ginia’s form. Stephen deliberately thrust himself between 
them that he might not see her. 

“ What are you waiting for ? ” said the Colonel, in the 
mild voice that should have been an ominous warning. 

Still Mr. Hopper did not move. It was clear that he 
had not reckoned upon all of this; that he had waited in the 
window to deal with Virginia alone. But now the very 
force of a desire which had gathered strength in many 
years made him reckless. His voice took on the oily 
quality in which he was wont to bargain. 

“Let’s be calm about this business, Colonel,” he said. 
“We won’t say anything about the past. But I ain’t set 
on having you shot. There’s a consideration that would 
stop me, and I cal’late you know what it is.” 

Then the Colonel made a motion. But before he had 
taken a step Virginia had crossed the room swiftly, and 
flung herself upon him. 

“ Oh, don’t, Pa ! ’’ she cried. “ Don’t I Tell him that I 
will agree to it. Yes, I will. I can’t have you — shot.” 
The last word came falteringly, faintly. 

“ Let me go, — honey,” whispered the Colonel, gently. 
Kis eyes did not leave Eliphalet. He tried to disengage 
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liimself, but lier fingers were clasped about liis neck in a 
passion of fear and love. And then, while she clung to 
him, her head was raised to listen. The sound of Stephen 
Brice’s voice held her as in a spell. His words v/ere com- 
ing coldly, deliberately, and yet so sharply that each 
seemed to fall like a lash. 

‘‘l\Ir. Hopper, if ever I hear of ^mur repeating what 
you have seen or heard in this room, I will make this city 
and this state too hot for you to live in. I know you, I 
know how you hide in areas, how you talk sedition in 
private, how you have made money out of other men’s 
misery. And, what is more, I can prove that you have 
had traitorous dealings with the Confederacy. General 
Sherman has been good enough to call himself a friend of 
mine, and if he prosecutes you for your dealings in Mem- 
phis, you will get a term in a Government prison. You 
ought to be hung. Colonel Carvel has shown you the 
door. Now go,” 

And Mr. Hopper went. 


CHAPTER XIII 


FROM THE LETTERS OF MAJOR STEPHEN BRICE 

Of the Staff of Greneral Sherman on the March to theSea^ 
and on the March from Savannah Northward 

Headquarters Military Division of the Mississippi. 

Goldsboro, JN.C. March 24, 1865. 

Dear Mother : The South Carolina Campaign is a 
thing of the past. I pause as I write these words — they 
seem so incredible to me. We have marched the four 
hundred and twenty-five miles in fifty days, and the Gen- 
eral himself has said that it is the longest and most im- 
portant march ever made by an organized army in a 
civilized country. I know that you will not be misled 
by the words “ civilized country.” Not until the history 
of this campaign is written will the public realize the 
wide rivers and all* but impassable swamps we have 
crossed with our baggage trains and artillery. The 
roads (by courtesy so called) were a sea of molasses ; 
and every mile of them has had to be corduroyed. For 
fear of worrying you I did not write you from Savannah 
how they laughed at us for starting at that season cjf the 
year. They said we would not go ten miles, and I most 
solemnly believe that no one but “ Uncle Billy ” and an 
army organized and equipped by him could have gone 
ten miles. Nothing seems to stop him. You have 
probably remarked in the tone of my letters ever since 
we left Kingston for the sea, a growing admiration: for 
^‘my General.” 

It seems very strange that this vronderfiil tactician can be 
the same man I met that day going to the Arsenal in the 
street car, and again at Camp Jackson. I am sure that Ms- 
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tory will give him a high place amongthe commanders of the 
world. Certainly none was ever more tireless than he; 
He never fights a battle when it can be avoided, and his 
inarch into Columbia while threatening Charleston and 
Augusta was certainly a master stroke of strategy., 

I think his simplicity his most remarkable trait. You 
should see him as he rides through the army, an erect 
figure, with his clothes ail angular and awry, and an ex- 
panse of white sock showing' above his low shoes. You 
can hear his name running from file to file; and some- 
times the new regiments can’t resist cheering. He gen- 
erally says to the Colonel : — 

‘‘ Step that noise, sir. Don’t like it.” 

On our march to the sea, if the orders were ever given 
to turn northward, “ the boys ” would get very much de- 
pressed. One moonlight night I was walking my horse 
close to the General’s over the pine needles, when we 
overheard this conversation between two soldiers: — 

“Say, John,” said one, “I guess Uncle Billy don’t 
know our corps is goin’ north.” 

“I wonder if he does,” said John. “If I could only 
get a sight of them white socks, I’d know it was all 
right.” 

The General rode past without a word, but I heard him 
telling the story to Mower the next day. 

1 can find little if any change in his manner since I 
knew him first. He is brusque, but kindly, and he has 
the same comradeship with officers and men — and even 
the negroes who flock to our army. But few dare to take 
advantage of it, and they never do so twice. I have been 
very near to him, and have tried not to worry him or ask 
many foolish questions. Sometimes on the march he will 
beckon me to close up to him, and we have a conversation 
something on this order : — 

“There’s Kenesaw, Brice.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Pointing with his arm, 

“Went beyond lines there with small party. Rebel 
battery on summit. Had to git. Fired on. Next day I 
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tliouglit Rebels would leave in the night. Got up before 
daylight, fixed telescope on stand, and waited. W atched 
top of Kenesaw. No Rebel. Saw one blue man creep up, 
very cautious, looked around, waved his hat. Rebels gone. 
Thought so.” 

This gives you but a faint idea of the vividness of his 
talk. When we make a halt for any time, the general 
officers and their staffs flock to headquarters to listen to 
his stories. When anything goes wrong, his perception of 
it is like a lightning flash, — and he acts as quickl^^. 

By the way, I have just found the letter he wrote me, 
offering this staff position. Please keep it carefully, as 
it is something I shall value all my life. 

Gaylesville, Alabama, October 25, 1864. 
Major Stephen A. Brice: 

Dear Sir, — The world goes on, and wicked men sound asleep. 
Davis has sworn to destroy my army, and Beauregard has come 
to do the work, — so if you expect to share in our calamity, 
come down. I offer you this last chance for stafi duty, and 
hope you have had enough in the field. I do not wish to 
hurry you, but you can’t get aboard a ship at sea. So if you 
want to make the trip, come to Chattanooga and take your 
chances of meeting me. 

Yours truly, 

W. T. Sherman, Major General, 

One night — at Che raw, I think it was — he sent for 
me to talk to him. I found him lying on a bed of Spanish 
moss they had made for him. He asked me a great many 
questions about St. Louis, and praised Mr. Brinsinade, 
especially his management of the Sanitary Commission. 

‘‘Brice,” he said, after a while, “you remember when 
Grant sent me to beat off Joe Johnston’s army from Vicks- 
burg. You were wounded then, by the way, in that dash 
Laiiman made. Grant thought he ought to warn nie 
against Johnston. 

‘“ He’s wily, Sherman, V said he. ‘ He’s a dangerous 
man.’ , 

“ ‘ Grant,’ said I, ‘you give me men enough and time 
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enough, to look over the ground, and I’m not afraid of the 
deviL’ ” ■ 

Nothing could sum up the man better than that* And 
now what a trick of fate it is that he has J ohnstoii before 
him again, in what we hope will prove the last gasp of the 
war ! He likes Johnston, by the way, and has the greatest 
respect for him. 

I wish you could have peeped into our camp once in a 
while. Ill the rare bursts of sunshine on this march our 
premises have been decorated with gay red blankets, and 
sombre gray ones brought from the quartermasters, and 
white Hudson’s Bay blankets (not so white now), all being 
between forked sticks. It is wonderful how the pitching 
of a few tents, and the busy crackle of a few fires, and the 
sound of voices — sometimes merry, sometimes sad, depend- 
ing on the weather, will change the look of a lonely pine 
knoll. You ask me how we fare. I should be heartily 
ashamed if a word of complaint ever fell from my lips. 
But the men ! Whenever I wake up at night with my 
feet in a puddle between the blankets, I think of the men. 
The corduroy roads which our horses stumble over 
through the mud, they make as well as march on. Our 
flies are carried in wagons, and our utensils and provisions. 
They must often bear on their backs the little dog-tents, 
under which, put up by their own labor, they crawl to 
sleep, wrapped in a blanket they have carried all day, 
perhaps waist deep in water. The food they eat has been 
in their haversacks for many a weary mile, and is cooked 
in the little skillet and pot which have also been a part of 
their burden. Then they have their musket and accoutre- 
ments, and the forty rounds ” at their backs. Patiently, 
cheerily tramping along, going they know not where, nor 
care much either, so it be not in retreat. Ready to make 
roads, throw up works, tear up railroads, or hew out and 
build wooden bridges ; or, best of all, to go for the John- 
nies under hot sun or heavy rain, tlirough swamp and mire 
and quicksand. They marched ten miles to storm Fort 
McAllister. And how the cheers broke from them when 
the pop pop pop of the skirmish line began after we came 
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in sight of Savannah! No man who has seen bnt not 
shared their life may talk of personal hardship. 

We arrived at this pretty little town yesterday, so 
effecting a junction -with Schofield, who got in yitli the 
23d Corps the day before. I am writing at General 
Schofield’s headquarters. There was a bit of a battle on 
Tuesday at Benton ville, and we have come hither in 
smoke, as usual. But this time we thank Heaven that 
it is not the smoke of burning homes, — only some resin 
the “Johnnies” set on fire before they left. 

I must close. General Sherman has just sent for me. 

On Board Despatch Boat “ Martin.” 

At Sea, March 25, 1865. 

Dear Mother : A most curious thing has happened. 
But I may as well begin at the beginning. When I 
stopped writing last evenii-jg at the summons of the 
General, I was about to tell you something of the battle 
of Benton ville on Tuesday last. Mower charged through 
as bad a piece of wood and swamp as I ever saw, and got 
within one hundred yards of Johnston himself, who was 
at the bridge across Mill Creek. Of course we did not 
know this at the time, and learned it from prisoners. 

As I have written you, I have been under fire very 
little since coming to the staff. When the battle opened, 
however, I saw that if I stayed with the General (who 
was then behind the reserves) I would see little or 
nothing ; I went ahead “to get information” beyond the 
line of battle into the woods. I did not find these 
favorable to landscape views, and just as I was turning 
my horse back again I caught sight of a commotion some 
distance to my right. The Rebel skirmish line had 
fallen back just that ipstant, two of our skirmishers were 
grappling with a third man, who was fighting desperately. 
It struck me as singular that the fellow was not in gray, 
but had on some sort of dark clothes. 

I could not reach them in the swamp on liorseback, 
and was in the act of dismounting when the man fell, 
and then they set out to carry him to the rear, still 
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farther to my right, beyond the swamp. I shouted, and 
one of the skirmishers came up. I asked him what the 
matter was. 

We’ve got a spy, sir,” he said excitedly. 

^^Aspy! Here?” 

‘‘ Yes, Major. He was hid in the thicket yonder, 
lying flat on his face. He reckoned that our boys would 
run right over him and that he’d get into our lines that 
way. Tim i’oley stumbled on him, and he put up as 
good a fight with his fists as any man I ever saw.” 

Just then a regiment swept past us. That night I told 
the General, who sent over to the headquarters of the 
17th Corps to inquire. The word came back that the 
man’s name was Addison, and he claimed to be a Union 
sympathizer who owned a plantation near by. He de- 
clared that he had been conscripted by the Rebels, wounded, 
sent back home, and was now about to be pressed in again. 
He had taken this method of escaping to our lines. It 
was a common story enough, but General Mower added 
in his message that he thought the story fishy. This was 
because the man’s appearance was very striking, and he 
seemed the type of Confederate fighter who would do and 
dare anything. He had a wound, which had been a bad 
one, evidently got from a piece of shell. But they had 
been able to find nothing on him. Sherman sent back 
word to keep the man until be could see him in person. 

It was about nine o’clock last night when I reached 
the house the General has taken. A prisoner’s guard 
was resting outside, and the hall was full of officers. 
They said that the General was awaiting me, and pointed 
to the closed door of a room that had been the dining 
room. I opened it. 

Two candles were burning in pewter sticks on the bare 
mahogany table. There was the General sitting beside 
them, with his legs ci'ossed, holding some crumpled tissue 
paper very near his eyes, and reading. He did not look 
up when I entered. I was aware of a man standing, tall 
and straight, just out of range of the candles’ rays. He 
wore the easy dress of a Southern planter, with the broad 
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felt hat. The head was flung back so that there was just 
a patch of light on the chin, and the lids of the eyes in 
the shadow were half closed. 

My sensations are woi'th noting. Eor the moment 
I felt precisely as I had when I was hit by that bullet in 
Lauman’s charge. I was aware of something very like 
pain, yet I could not place the cause of it. But this is 
what since has made me feel queer: you doubtless re- 
member staying at Hollingdean, when I was a boy, and 
hearing the story of Lord North well’s daredevil Royalist 
ancestor, — the one with the lace collar over the dull-gold 
velvet, and the pointed chin, and the lazy scorn in the? 
eyes. Those eyes are painted with drooping lids. The 
lirst time I saw Clarence Colfax I thought of that picture 
« — and now I thought of the picture first. 

The General’s voice startled me. 

“Major Brice, do you know this gentleman?” he 
asked. 

“ Yes, General.’® 

“Who is he?” 

“ tiis name is Colfax, sir — Colonel Colfax, I think.” 

“ Thought so,” said the General. 

I have thought much of that scene since, as I am steam- 
ing northward over green seas and under cloudless skies, 
and it has seemed very unreal. I should almost say 
supernatural when I reflect how I have run across this 
man a,gain and again, and always opposing him. I can 
recall just how he looked at the slave auction, which 
seems; so long ago : very handsome, very hoyish, and 
yet with the air of one to he deferred to. It was suffi- 
ciently remarkable that I should have found him in Vicks- 
burg. But now — to be brought face to face with him 
in this old dining room in Goldsboro’ 1 And he a prisoner 
-'--aspy, ■ 

He had not moved. I did not know how he would act, 
but I went up to him and held out my hand, and said : — 

“ How do you do, Colonel Colfax ? ” 

I am sure that my voice was not very steady, for I can- 
not help liking him. And then his face lighted up and 
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lie gave me his hand. And he smiled at me and again at 
the General, as mnch as to say that it was all over. He 
has a wonderful smile. 

« We seem to run into each other, Major Brice,” said 
he. . 

The pluck of the man was superb. I could see that the 
General, too, was moved, from the way he looked at him. 
And he speaks a little more abruptly at such times. 

“ Guess that settles it, Colonel,” he said. 

I reckon it does, General,” said Clarence, still smiling. 

The General turned from him to the table with a kind 
of jerk and clapped his hand on the tissue paper. 

These speak for themselves, sir,” he said. It is very 
plain that they would have reached the prominent citizens 
for whom they were intended if you had succeeded in 
your enterprise. You were captured out of uniform. 
You know enough of war to appreciate the risk you ran. 
Any statement to make ? ” 

No, sir.” 

‘‘Call Captain Vaughan, Brice, and ask him to conduct 
the prisoner back.” 

“ May I speak to him, General ? ” I asked. The Gen- 
eral nodded. 

I asked him if I could write home for him — 'Or do any- 
thing else. That seemed to touch him. Some day I shall 
tell you what he said. 

Then Vaughan took him out, and I heard the guard 
shoulder arms and tramp away in the night. The General 
and I were left alone with the mahogany table between 
us, and a family portrait of somebody looking down on 
us from the shadow on the wall, A moist spring air came 
in at the open windows, and the candles flickered. After 
a silence, I ventured to say : — 

‘G hope he won’t be shot, General.” 

“ Don’t know, Brice,” he answered. “ Can’t tell now. 
Hate to shoot him, but war is war. Magnificent class he 
belongs to — pity we should have to fight those fellows.” 
He paused, and drummed on the table. “ Brice,” said he, 

Tm going to send you to General Grant at City Point 
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with' despatches. I’m sorry Dunn went back yesterday, 
but it can’t be helped. Can you start in half an hour ? 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“You’ll have to ride to Kinston. The railroad won’t 
be through until to-morrow. I’ll telegraph there, and to 
General Easton at Morehead City. He’ll have a boat for 
you. Tell Grant I expect to run up there in a day or two 
myself, when things are arranged here. You may wait 
until Tcome.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

I turned to go, but Clarence Colfax was on my mind. 

“ General ? ” 

“ Eh ! what ? ” 

“ General, could you hold Colonel Colfax until I see you 
again ? ” 

It was a bold thing to say, and I quaked. And he 
looked at me in his keen way, through and through. 

“You saved his life once before, didn’t you?” 

“You allowed me to have him sent home from Vicks- 
burg, sir.” 

He answered with one of his jokes — apropos of some- 
thing he said on the Court House steps at Vicksburg. 
Perhaps I shall tell it to you sometime. 

“ Well, well,” he said, “I’ll see, I’ll see. Thank God 
this war is pretty near over. I’ll let you know, Brice, 
before I shoot him.” 

I rode the thirty odd miles to Kinston in a little more 
than three hours. A locomotive was waiting for me, and 
I jumped into a cab with a friendly engineer. Soon we 
were roaring seaward through the vast pine forests. It 
was a lonely journey, and you were much in my mind. 
My greatest apprehension was that we might be derailed 
and the despatches captured; for as fast as our army 
had advanced, the track of it had closed again, like tlie 
wake of a ship at sea. Guerillas were roving about, tear- 
ing up ties and destroying bridges. 

There was one five-minute interval of excitement when, 
far down the tunnel through the forest, we saw a light 
gleaming. The engineer said there was no house there—* 
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that it must be a fire. But we did not slacken our speed, 
and gradually the leaping flames grew larger and redder 
until we were upon them. 

Not one gaunt figure stood between them and us. Not 
one shot broke the stillness of the night. As dawn broke 
I beheld the flat, gray waters of the Sound stretching away 
to the eastward, and there was the boat at the desolate 
wharf beside the warehouse, her steam rising white in the 
chill morning air. 


CHAPTER XIV 


THE SAME, CONTINUED 

Headquarters Armies of the United States, 
City Point, Virginia, March 28, 1865. 

Dear Mother : I arrived here safely the clay before 
yesterday, and I hope that yon will soon receive some of 
the letters I forwarded on that day. It is an extraordinary 
place, this City Point; a military city sprung up like a 
mushroom in a winter. And my breath was quite taken 
away when 1 first caught sight of it on the high table-land. 
The great bay in front of it, which the Appomattox helps 
to make, is a maze of rigging and smoke-pipes, like the 
harbor of a prospei’ous seaport. There are gunboats and 
supply boats, schooners and square-riggers and steamers, 
all huddled together, and our captain pointed out to me 
the Malvern flying Admiral Pointer’s flag. Barges were 
tied up at the long wharves, and these were piled high 
with wares and flanked by squat warehouses. Although 
it was Sunday, a locomotive ^vas puffing and panting along 
the foot of the ragged bank. 

High above, on the flat promontory between the two 
rivers, is the city of tents and wooden huts, the great trees 
in their fresh faint green towering above the low roofs. 
At the point of the bluff a large flag drooped against its 
staff, and I did not have to be told that this was General 
Grant’s headquarters. 

There was a fine steamboat lying at the wharf, and I 
had hardly stepped ashore before they told me she was 
President Lincoln’s. I read the name on her — the River 
Quern. Yes, the President is here, too, with his wife and 
family. 

There are many fellows here with whom I was brought 
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up in Boston, I am living with Jack Hancock, whom yon 
will remember well. He is a captain now, and has a 
beard. 

Blit I must go on with my story. I went straight to 
General Grant’s headquarters, — just a plain, rougii slat 
house such as a contractor might build for a temporary 
residence. Only the high flagstaff and the Stars and Stripes 
distinguish it from many others of the same kind. A 
group of officers stood chatting outside of it, and they told 
me that the General had walked over to get his mail. 
He is just as unassuming and democratic as ‘‘my general,” 
General Rankin took me into the office, a rude room, and 
we sat down at the long table there. Presently the door 
opened, and a man came in with a slouch hat on and his 
coat unbuttoned. He was smoking a cigar. We rose to 
our feet, and I saluted. 

It was the generahin-chief. He stared at me, but said 
nothing. 

“ General, this is Major Brice of General Sherman’s 
staff. He has brought despatches from Goldsboro’,” said 
Rankin. 

He nodded, took off his hat and laid it on the table, 
and reached out for the despatches. While reading them 
he did not move, except to light another cigar. I am 
getting hardened to unrealities, ~ perhaps I should say 
marvels^ now. Our country abounds in them. It did 
not seem so strange that this silent General with the 
baggy trousers was the man who had risen by leaps and 
bounds in four years to be general-m-chie£ of our armies. 
His face looks older and more sunken than it did on that 
day in the street near the Arsenal, in St. Louis, when 
he was just a military carpet-bagger out of a job. He 
is not changed otherwise. But how different the im- 
pressions made by the man in authority and the same man 
out of authority 1 

He made a sufficient impression upon me then, as I 
told you at the time. That was because I overheard his 
well-merited rebuke to Hopper. But I little dreamed 
that I was looking on the man who was to come out of 
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the West and save this country from disunion. And how 
quietly and simply he has done it, witliont parade or 
pomp or vainglory. Of all those who, wdth every means 
at their disposal, have tried to conquer Lee, he is the 
only one Avho has in any manner succeeded. He has 
been able to hold him fettered while Sherman has swept 
the Confederacy. And these are the two men who were 
unknown when the war began. 

When the General had finished reading the despatches, 
he folded them quickly and put them in his pocket. 

Sit down and tell me about this last campaign of 
yours, Major,” he said. 

I talked with him for about half an hour. I should 
rather say talked to Mm. He is a marked contrast to 
Sherman in this respect. I believe that he only opened 
his lips to ask two questions. You may w^ell believe that 
they were worth the asking, and they revealed an in- 
timate knowledge of our march from Savannah. I was 
interrupted many times by the arrival of different gen- 
erals, aides, etc. He sat there smoking, imperturbable. 
Sometimes he said yes ” or “ no,” but oftener he merely 
nodded his head. Once he astounded by a brief question 
an excitable young lieutenant, who floundered. The 
General seemed to know more than he about the matter 
he had in hand. 

When I left him, he asked me where I was quartered, 
and said he hoped I would be comfortable. 

Jack Hancock was waiting for me, and we walked 
around the city, which even has barber shops. Every- 
where were signs of preparation, for the roads are getting 
dry, and the General preparing for a final campaign 
against Lee. Poor Lee! What a marvellous fight lie 
has made with his material. I think that he will be 
reckoned among the greatest generals of our race. 

Of course, I was very anxious to get a glimpse of the 
President, and so we went down to the wharf, where we 
heard that he had gone off for a horseback ride. They 
say that he rides nearly every day, over the corduroy roads 
and through the swamps, and wherever the hoys ^ee that 
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tall liat they cheer. They know it as well as the lookout 
tower on the fiats of Bermuda Hundred. He lingers at 
the campfires and swaps stories with the officers, and 
entertains the sick and wounded in the hospitals. Isn’t 
it like him ? 

He hasn’t changed, either. I believe that the great men 
don’t change. Away with your Napoleons and your Marl- 
boroughs and your Stuarts. These are the days of sim- 
ple men who command by force of character, as well as 
knowledge. Thank God for the American ! I believe 
that he will change the world, and strip it of its vainglory 
and hypocrisy. 

In the evening, as we were sitting around Hancock’s 
fire, an officer came in. 

‘‘ Is Major Brice here ? ” he asked. 

I jumped up. 

The President sends his compliments, Major, and wants 
to know if you would care to pay him a little visit.” 

If I would care to pay him a little visit ! That officer 
had to hurry to keep up with me as I walked to the wharf. 
He led me aboard the River Qiieen^ and stopped at the 
door of the after-cabin. 

Mr. Lincoln was sitting under the lamp, slouched down 
in his chair, in the position I remembered so welL It was 
as if I liad left him but yesterday. He was whittling, 
and he had made some little toy for his son Tad, who ran 
out as I entered. 

When he saw me, the President rose to his great height, 
a sombre, towering figure in black. He wears a scraggly 
beard now. But the sad smile, the kindly eyes in their 
dark caverns, the voice — all were just the same. I stopped 
when I looked upon the face. It was sad and lined when 
I had known it, but now all the agony endured by the 
millions, North and South, seemed written on it. 

Don’t you remember me, Major?” he asked. 

The wonder was that he had remembered me ! I took 
his big, bony hand, which reminded me of Judge Whipple’s. 
Yes, it was just as if I had been with him always, and he 
were still the gaunt country lawyer. 
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Yes, sir,’M said, “indeed I do.” 

He looked at me with that queer expression of mirth he 
sometimes has. 

“ Are these Boston ways, Steve?” he asked. “They’re 
tenacious. I didn’t think that any man could travel so 
close to Sherman and keep ’em.” 

“ They’re unfortunate ways, sir,” I said, “ if they lead 
you to misjudge me.” 

He laid his hand on my shoulder, just as he had done 
at Freeport. 

“ I know you, Steve,” he said. “ I shuck an ear of coni 
before I buy it. I’ve kept tab on you a little the last five 
years, and when I heard Sherman had sent a Major Brice 
up here, I sent for you.” 

What I said was boyish. “ I tried very hard to get a 
glimpse of you to-day, Mr. Lincoln. I wanted to see you 
again.” 

He was plainly pleased, 

“ I’m glad to hear it, Steve,” he said. “ Then you haven’t 
joined the ranks of the grumblers ? You haven’t been one 
of those who would have liked to try running this country 
for a day or two, just to show me how to do it? ” 

“No, sir,” I said, laughing. 

“ Good ! ” he cried, slapping his knee. “ I didn’t think 
you were that kind, Steve. Now sit down and tell me 
about this General of mine who wears seven-leagued boots. 
What was it — four hundred and twenty miles in fifty 
days? How many navigable rivers did he step across?” 
He began to count on those long fingers of his. “The 
Edisto, the Broad, the Catawba, the Pedee, and — ? ” 

“The Cape Fear,” I said. 

“Is — is the General a nice man?” asked Mr. Lincoln, 
his eyes twinkling. 

“ Yes, sir, he is that,” I answered heartily. “ And not 
a man in the army wants anything when he is around. 
You should see that Army of the Mississippi, sir. They 
arrived in Goldsboro’ in splendid condition.” 

He got up and gathered his coat-tails under his arms, 
and began to walk up and down the cabin. 
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their own liying in their own way, and not freedom fi’om 
work* 

We have got a general, sure enough,” he cried. He 
talks to them plainly, does he, so that they understand? 
I say to you, Brice,” he went on earnestly, the impor- 
tance of plain talk can’t be overestimated. Any thought, 
however abstruse, can be put in speech that a boy or a 
negro can grasp. Any book, however deep, can be written 
in terms that everybody can comprehend, if a man only 
tries hard enough. When I was a boy I used to hear the 
neighbors talking, and it bothered me so because I could 
not understand them that I used to sit up half the night 
thinking things out for myself. I remember that I did 
not know what the word demonstrate meant. So I stopped 
my studies then and there and got a volume of Euclid. 
Before I got through I could demonstrate everything in it, 
and I have never been bothered wdth demonstrate since.” 

I thought of those wonderfully limpid speeches of his : of 
the Freeport debates, and of the contrast between his style 
and Douglas’s. And I understood the reason for it at last. 
I understood the supreme mind that had conceived the 
Freeport Question. And as I stood before him then, at 
the close of this fearful war, the words of the Gospel were 
in my mind. So the last shall be first, and the first, 
last ; for many be called, but few chosen.” 

How I wished that all those who have maligned and 
tortured him could talk with him as I had talked with 
him. To know his great heart would disarm them of all 
antagonism. They would feel, as I feel, that his life is 
so much nobler than theirs, and his burdens so much 
heavier, that they would go away ashamed of their 
criticism. 

He said to me once : “ Brice, I hope we are in sight of 
the end, now. I hope that we may get through without 
any more fighting. I don’t want to see any more of our 
countrymen killed. And then,” he said, as if talking to 
himself, “ and then we must show them mercy — mercy.” 

I thought it a good time to mention Colfax’s case. He 
has been on my mind ever since. Mr. Lincoln listened 
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attentively. Once he sighed, and he was winding his long 
fingers around each other while I talked. 

“ I saw the man captured, Mr. Lincoln,” I concluded. 
And if a technicality will help him out, he was actually 
within his own skirmish line at the time. The Rebel 
skirmishers had not fallen back on each side of him.” 

Brice,” he said, with that sorrowful smile, a tech- 
nicality might save Colfax, but it won’t save me. Is this 
man a friend of yours ?” he asked. 

That was a poser, 

I think he is, Mr. Lincoln. I should like to call him 
so, I admire him.” And I went on to tell of what he 
had done at Vicksburg, leaving out, however, iny instru- 
inentality in having him sent north. The President used 
almost Sherman’s words. 

By Jing I ” he exclaimed. (That seems to be a favor- 
ite expression of his.) ‘‘Those fellows were born to fight. 
If it wasn’t for them, the South would have quit long ago.” 
Then he looked at me in his funny way, and said, “See 
here, Steve, if this Colfax isn’t exactly a friend of yours, 
there must be some reason why you are pleading for him 
in this way. ” 

“Well, sir,” I said, at length, “I should like to get 
him off on account of his cousin, Miss Virginia Carvel.” 
And 1 told him something about Miss Carvel, and how 
she had helped you with the Union sergeant that day in 
the hot hospital. And how she had nursed Judge 
Whipple.” 

“She’s a fine woman,” he said. “Those women have 
helped those men to prolong this war about three years. 
And yet we must save them for the nation’s sake. They 
are to be the mothers of our patriots in days to come. 
Is she a friend of yours, too, Steve?” 

What was I to say ? 

“ Not especially, sir,” I answered finally. “ I have had 
to offend her rather often. But I know that she likes my 
mother.” 

“ Why ! ” he cried, jumping up, “ she’s a daughter of 
Colonel Carvel. I always had an admiration for that man* 
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An ideal Southern gentleman of the old school, — - courte- 
ous, as honorable and open as the day, and as brave as a 
lion. You’ve heard the story of how he threw a rnan 
named Babcock out of his store, who tried to bribe him 
I heard you tell it in that tavern, sir. And I have 
heard it since.” It did me good to hear the Colonel 
praised, 

“ I always liked that story,” he said. By the way, 
what’s become of the Colonel ? ” 

He got away — South, sir,” I answered. ‘‘ He couldn’t 
stand it. He hasn’t been heard of since the summer of 
’63. They think he was killed in Texas. But they are 
not positive. They probably never will be,” I added. 

He was silent awhile. 

^‘Too bad!” he said. ‘^Too bad. What stuS those 
men are made of ! And so jou want me to pardon this 
Colfax?” 

“ It would be pi-esumptuous in me to go that far, sir,” I 
replied. ‘‘But I hoped yon might speak of it to the 
General when he comes. And I would he glad of the 
opportunity to testify.” 

He took a few strides up and down the room. 

“Well, well,” he said, “that’s my vice — pardoning, 
saying yes. It’s always one more drink with me. It~ ” 
he smiled — “it makes me sleep better. I’ve pardoned 
enough Rebels to populate New Orleans. Why,” he con- 
tinued, with his whimsical look, “just before I left 
Washington, in comes one of your Missouri senators with 
a list of Rebels who are shut up in McDowell’s and Alton. 
I said: — 

“ ‘ Senator, you’re not going to ask me to turn loose all 
those at once ? ’ 

“ He said just what you said when you were speaking 
of Missoux'i a while ago, that he was afraid of guerilla 
warfare, and that the war was nearly over. I signed ’em. 
And then what does he do but pull out another hatch 
longer than the first! And those were worse than the 
first.' " ' 

“ ‘ What ! you don’t want me to turn these loose, too ? ’ 
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Yes, I do, Mr. President. I think it will pay to be 
merciful.’ 

^^ ^Then durned if I don’t,’ I said, and I signed ’em.” 

Steamer “ Eiver Qxjeeh/’ 

On THE Potomac, Ai^ril 9, 1865. 

Dear Mother ; I am glad that the telegrams I haYe 
been able to send reached 3mu safely. I have not had time 
to write, and this will be but a short letter. 

You will be surprised to see this heading. I am on the 
President’s boat, in the President’s party, bound with him 
for Washington. And this is how it happened : The very 
afternoon of the day I wrote you, General Sherman him- 
self arrived at City Point on the steamer Bussia. I heard 
the salutes, and was on the wharf to meet him. That 
same afternoon he and General Grant and Admiral Porter 
went aboard the Biver Queen to see the President. How 
I should have liked to be present at that interview! 

After it was over they all came out of the cabin together : 
General Grant silent, and smoking, as usual ; General Sher- 
man talking vivaciously; and Lincoln and the Admiral 
smiling and listening- That was historic ! I shall never 
expect to see such a sight again in all my days. You can 
imagine my surprise when the President called me from 
where I was standing at some distance with the other 
officers. He put his hand on my shoulder then and there, 
and turned to General Sherman, 

“Major Brice is a friend of mine, General,” he said, 

“ He never told me that,” said the General. 

“ I guess he’s got a great many important things shut 
up inside of him,” said Mr. Lincoln, banteringly. “But 
he gave you a good recommendation, Sherman. He said 
that you wore white socks, and that the boys liked you 
and called you ‘ Uncle Billy.’ And I told him that was 
the best recommendation he could give anybody.” 

I was frightened. But the General only looked at me 
with those eyes that go through everything, and then he 
laughed. 


THE SAME, COHTIHUED 


497 


he said, ‘^^you’ll have my reputation ruined. 

‘‘Sherman,” said Mr. Lincoln, “you don’t want the 
Major right away, do you? Let him stay around here 
for a while with me. I think he’ll find it interesting,’’ 
He looked at the general-in-chief, who was smiling just 
a little bit. “IVe got a sneaking notion that Grant’s 
going to do something.” 

Then they all laughed. 

“ Certainly, Mr. Lincoln,” said my General, “ you may 
have Brice. Be careful he doesn’t talk you to death — 
he’s said too much already.” 

That is how I came to stay. 

I have no time now to tell you all that I have seen and 
heard. I have ridden with the President, and liaye gone 
with him on errands of mercy and errands of cheer. I have 
been almost within sight of what we hope is the last 
struggle of this frightful war. I have listened to the 
guns of Five Forks, where Sheridan and Warren bore 
their c5wn colors in the front of the charge. I was with 
Mr. Lincoln while the battle of Petersburg was raging, 
and there were tears in his eyes. 

Then came the retreat of Lee and the instant pursuit of 
Grant, and — Richmond. The quiet General did not so 
much as turn aside to enter the smoking city he had be- 
sieged for so long. But I went there, with the President. 
And if I had one incident in my life to live over again, I 
should choose this. As we were going up the river, a dis- 
abled steamer lay across the passage in the ohstruction of 
piles the Confederates had built. Mr. Lincoln would not 
wait. There were but a few of us in his party, and we 
stepped into Admiral Porter’s twelve-oared barge and 
were rowed to Richmond, the smoke of the fires still 
darkening the sky. We landed within a block of Libby 
Prison. 

With the little guard of ten sailors he marched the mile 
and a half to General Weitzel’s headquarters, — the presi- 
dential mansion of the Confederacy. You can imagine 
our anxiety, I shall remember him always as I saw him 
that day, a tall, black figure of sorrow, with the high silk 
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hat we hare learned to love. Unafraid, Ms heart rent 
with pity, he walked unharmed amid such tumult as I 
have rarely seen. The windows filled, the streets ahead 
of us became choked, as the word that the President was 
coming ran on like quick-fire. The mob shouted and 
pushed. Drunken men reeled against him. The negroes 
wept aloud and cried hosannas. They pressed upon him 
that they might touch the hem of his coat, and one threw 
himself on his knees and kissed the President’s feet. 

Still he walked on unharmed, past the ashes and the 
ruins. Not as a conqueror was he come, to march in tri- 
umph. Not to destroy, but to heal. Though there were 
many times when we had to fight for a path through the 
crowds, he did not seem to feel the danger. 

Was it because he knew that his hour was not yet 
come ? 

To-day, on the boat, as we were steaming between the 
green shores of the Potomac, I overheard him reading to 
Mr. Sumner ; — 

Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well; 

Treason has done his worst ; nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further.” 

Willard’s Hotel, Washington, April 10, 1865. 

I have looked up the passage, and have written it in 
above. It haunts me. 


CHAPTER XV 


THE MAH OF SORBOWS 

The train was lat© — very late. It was Virginia who 
first caught sight of the new dome of the Capitol through 
the slanting rain, but she merely pressed her lips together 
and said nothing. In the dingy brick station of the 
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad more than one person paused 
to look after them, and a kind-hearted lady who had been 
in the car kissed the girl good-by. 

‘‘You think that you can find your uncle’s house, my 
dear ? ” she asked, glancing at Virginia with concern. 
Through all of that long journey she had worn a look 
apart. “ Do you think you can find your uncle’s house? ” 

Virginia started. And then she smiled as she looked 
at the honest, alert, and squarely built gentleman beside 
her. 

“Captain Brent can, Mrs. Ware,” she said. “He can 
find anything.” 

Whereupon the kind lady gave the Captain her hand. 

“You look as if you could, Captain,” said she. “Re- 
member, if General Carvel is out of town, you promised 
to bring her to me.” 

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Captain Lige, “ and so I sML” 

“ Kerridge, kerridge ! Right dis-a-way 1 No sail, dat 
ain’t de kerridge you wants. Dat’s it, lady, you’se lookin’ 
at it, Kerridge, kerridge, kerridge I ” 

Virginia tried bravely to smile, but she was very near 
to tears as she stood on the uneven pavement and looked 
at the scrawny horses standing patiently in the steady 
downpour. Ail sorts of people were coming and going, — • 
army officers and navy officers and citizens of states and 
territories, driving up and driving away. 
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And this was Washington ! 

She was thinking then of the multitude who came here 
with aching hearts, —with heavier hearts than was hers 
that day. How many of the throng hurrj'ing by would 
not flee, if they could, back to the peaceful homes they 
had left ? But perhaps those homes were gone now. 
Destroyed, like her own, by the war. Women with chil- 
dren at their breasts, and mothers bowed with sorrow, had 
sought this city in their agony. Young men and old had 
come hither, striving to keep back the thoughts of dear 
ones left behind, whom they might never see again. And 
by the thousands and tens of thousands they had passed 
from here to the places of blood beyond. 

Kerridge, sah ! Kerridge ! ” 

^•^Do you know where General Daniel Carvel lives?’^ 
“Yes, sah, reckon I does. I Street, sah. Jump right 
in, sah.” 

Virginia sank back on the stuffy cushions of the rattle^ 
trap, and then sat upright again and stared out of the 
window at the dismal scene. They were splashixig through 
a sea of mud. Ever since they had left St. Louis, Cap- 
tain Lige had done his best to cheer her, and he did not 
intend to desist now. 

“ This beats all,” he cried. “ So this is Washington ! 
Why, it don’t compare to St. Louis, except we haven’t 
got the White House and the Capitol. Jinny, it would 
take a scow to get across the street, and we don’t have 
ramshackly stores and nigger cabins bang up against fine 
houses like that. This is ragged. That’s what it is, 
ragged. We don’t have any dirty pickaninnies dodging 
among the horses in our residence streets. I declare, 
Jinny, if those aren’t ” 

Virginia laughed. She could not help ite 
“Poor Lige!” she said, “I hope Uncle Daniel has 
some breakfast for you. You’ve had a good deal to put 
up with on this trip.” 

“Lordy, Jinny,” said the Captain, “I’d put up with 
a good deal more than this for the sake of going any- 
where with you.” 
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Even to sneli a doleful place as this?” she sighed. 

This is all right, if the snnTl only come out and dry 
things up and let us see the green on those trees,” he said. 

Lord}^, how I do love to see the spring green in the sun- 
light!” 

She put out her hand over his. 

Lige,” she said, you know you’re just trying to keep 
up my spirits. YouVe been doing that ever since we left 
home.” 

No such thing,” he replied with vehemence. There% 
nothing for you to be cast down about.” 

Oil, but there is ! ” she cried. Suppose I can’t make 
your Black Republican President pardon Clarence ! ” 

Pooh 1 ” said the Captain, squeezing her hand and 
trying to appear unconcerned. Your Uncle Daniel 
knows Mr. Lincoln. He’ll have that arranged.” 

Just then the rattletrap pulled up at the sidewalk, the 
wheels of the near side in four inches of mud, and the 
Captain leaped out and spread the umbrella. They were 
in front of a rather imposing house of brick, flanked on 
one side by a house just like it, and on the other by a 
series of dreary vacant lots where the rain had collected 
in pools. They climbed the steps and rang the bell. In 
due time the door was opened by a smiling yellow butler 
in black. 

“ Does General Carvel live here ? ” 

Yas, miss. But he ain’t to home now. Done gone to 
New York.” 

Oh,” faltered Virginia. Didn’t he get my telegram 
day before yesterday? I sent it to the War Department?’ 

^^He’s done gone since Saturday, miss.” And then, 
evidently impressed by the young lady’s looks, lie added 
hospitably, Kin I do anything f o’ you, miss ? ” 

“ I’m his niece, Miss Vkginia Carvel, and this is Captain 
Brent.” 

The yellow butler’s face lighted up. 

^‘Come right in, Miss Jinny. Done heerd de Genera^ 
speak of you often — yas’m. De General’ll be to home 
dis a’ternoon, suah. ’Twill do him good ter see you. Miss 
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tude of calls upon Mr. Lincoln, especially at that time. 
But lie coiild not, he dared not, remind her of the princi- 
pal. reason for this, — Lee’s surrender and the approaching 
end of the war. And then the Captain had never seen 
Mr. Lincoln. In the distant valley of the Mississippi lie 
had only heard of the Pi’esident very conflicting things. 
He had heard him criticised and reviled and praised, Just as 
is every man who goes to the White House, be he saint or 
sinner. And, during an administration, no man at a 
distance may come at a President’s true character and 
worth. The Captain had seen Lincoln caricatured vilely. 
And again he had read and heard the pleasant anecdotes 
of which Virginia had spoken, until he did not know 
what to believe. 

As for Virginia, he knew her partisanship to, and un- 
dying love for, the South ; he knew the class prejudice 
which was bound to assert itself, and he had seen enough 
in the girl’s demeanor to fear that she was going to demand 
rather than implore. She did not come of a race that was 
wont to bend the knee. 

Well, well,” he said despairingly, “you must eat some 
breakfast first, Jinny.” 

She waited with an ominous calmness until it was 
brought in, and then she took a part of a roll and some 
coffee. 

“ This won’t do,” exclaimed the Captain. Why, why, 
that won’t get you halfway to Mr. Lincoln.” 

She shook her head, half smiling. 

“You must eat enough, Lige,” she said. 

He was finished in an incredibly short time, and amid 
the protestations of Lizbeth and the yellow butler they 
got into the carriage again, and splashed and rattled 
toward the White House. Once Virginia glanced out, 
and catching sight of the bedraggled flags on the houses 
in honor of Lee’s surreffder, a look of pain crossed her 
face. The Captain could not repress a note of warning. 

“ Jinny,” said he, “I have, an idea that you’ll find the 
President a good deal of a man* Now if you’re allowed to 
see him, don’t get him Jinny, whatever you do.” 
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Virginia stared straight ahead. 

he is something of a man, Lige, he will not lose Mg 
temper with a woman.” 

Captain Lige subsided. And just then they came in 
sight of the house of the Presidents, with its beautiful 
portico and ' its broad wings. And they turned in under 
the dripping trees of the grounds. A carriage with a 
black coachman and footman was ahead of them, and they 
saw two stately gentlemen descend from it and pass the 
guard at the door. Then their turn came. The Captain 
helped her out in his best manner, and gave some money 
to the driver. 

“I reckon lie needn’t wait for us this time, Jinny,” said lie. 

She shook her head and went in, he following, and they 
were directed to the anteroom of the President’s office on 
the second floor. There were many people in the corri- 
dors, and one or two young officers in blue who stared at 
her. She passed them with her head high. 

But her spirits sank when they came to the anteroom. 
It was full of all sorts of people. Politicians, both pros- 
perous and seedy, full faced and keen faced, seeking office; 
women, officers, and a one-armed soldier sitting in the 
corner. He was among the men who offered Vii'ginia 
their seats, and the only one whom she thanked. But she 
walked directly to the doorkeeper at the end of the room. 
Captain Lige was beside her. 

‘‘ Can we see the President? ” he asked. 

Have you got an appointment ? ” said the old man. 

“Then you’ll have to wait your turn, sir,” he said, 
shaking his head and looking at Virginia. And he added; 
“It’s slow work waiting your turn, there’s so many gov- 
ernors and generals and senators, although the session’s 
over. It’s a busy time, miss.” 

Virginia went very close to hhn, 

“ Oh, can’t you do something ?” she said. And added, 
with an inspiration, “I must bqq him. It’s a matter of life 
and death.” 

She saw instantly, with a woman’s instinct, that her 
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words liad had their effect. ^ The old man glanced at her 
again, as if demurring. 

‘‘ You’re sure, miss, it’s life and death?” he said. 

“ Oh, why should I say so if it were not ? ” she cried. 

“ The orders are yery strict,” he said. “But the Presi- 
dent told me to give precedence to cases when a life is in 
question. Just you wait a minute, miss, until Governor 
Doddridge comes out, and I’ll see what I can do for you. 
Give me your name, please, miss.” 

She remained standing where she was. In a little while 
the heavy door opened, and a portly, rubicund man came 
out with a smile on his face. He broke into a laugh, when 
halfway across the room, as if the memory of what he 
had heard were too much for his gravity. The door- 
keeper slipped into the room, and there was a silent, 
anxious interval. Then he came out again. 

“ The President will see you, miss.” 

Captain Lige started forwai'd with her, but she restrained 
him. 

“ Wait for me here, Lige,” she said. 

She swept in alone, and the door closed softly after 
her. The room was a big one, and there were maps on 
the table, with pins sticking in them. She saw that 
much, and then — ! 

Could this fantastically tall, stooping figure before her 
be that of the President of the United States ? She stopped; 
as from the shock he gave her. The lean, yellow face with 
the mask-like lines all up and down, the unkempt, tousled 
hair, the beard — why, he was a hundred times more ridicu- 
lous than his caricatures. He might have stood for many 
of the poor white trash farmers she had seeii in Kentucky 
— save for the long black coat. 

“ Is — is this Mr. Lincoln ? ” she asked, her breath taken 
away. 

lie bowed and smiled down at her. Somehow that smile 
changed his face a little. 

“ I guess ril have to own up,” he answered. 

“ My name is Virginia Carvel,” she said. “ I have come 
all the way from St. Louis to see you.” 
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Mr. Lincoln had told this so comically that Virginia 
was forced to laugh, and she immediately hated herself. 
A man who could joke at such a time certainly could not 
feel the cares and responsibilities of his office. He should 
have been a comedian. And yet this was the President 
who had conducted the war, whose generals had conquered 
the Confederacy. And she was come to ask him a favor. 

Virginia swallowed her pride. 

Mr. Lincoln,” she began, I have come to talk to you 
about my cousin, Colonel Clarence Colfax.” 

I shall be happy to talk to you about your cousin, 
Colonel Colfax, Miss Carvel, Is he your third or fourth 
cousin?” 

‘‘He is my first cousin,” she retorted. 

“ Is he in the city ? ” asked Mr. Lincoln, innocently, 
u \Yiiy didn’t he come with you ? 

“ Oh, haven’t you heard ? ” she cried. “ He is Clarence 
Colfax, of St. Louis, now a Colonel in the army of the 
Confederate States.” 

“ Which army ? ” asked Mr. Lincoln. 

Virginia tossed her head in exasperation. 

“ In General Joseph Johnston’s army,” she replied, try- 
ing to be patient. “But now,” she gulped, “now he has 
been arrested as a spy by General Sherman’s army.” 

“ That’s too bad,” answered Mr. Lincoln. 

“And — and they are going to shoot Mm.” 

“That’s worse,” said Mr. Lincoln, gravely, “But I 
expect he deserves it.” 

“ Oh, no, he doesn’t,” she cried, “ You don’t know how 
brave he is ! He floated down the Mississippi on a log, 
out of Vicksburg, and brought back thousands and thou- 
sands of percussion caps. He rowed across the river when 
the Yankee fleet was going down, and set fire to De Soto 
so that they could see to shoot.” 

“ Well,” said Mr. Lincoln, “that’s a good starter.” 

Then he looked thoughtful. 

“ Miss Carvel,” said he, “that argument reminds me of 
a story about a man I used to know in the old days in 
Illinois. ' His name was McNeil," and he was a lawyer* 
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One day lie was defending a prisoner for assault and 
battery before Judge Drake. 

Judge,’ says McNeil, ‘you oughtn’t to, lock this man 
up. It^was a fair fight, and he’s the best man in the 
state in a fair fight. And, what’s more, he’s never been 
licked ill a fair fight in his life.’ . 

“ ‘ And if your honor does lock me up,’ the prisoner put 
ill, ‘I’ll give your honor a thunderin’ big lickin’ when I 
get out.’ 

“ The Judge took off his coat, 

“ ‘ Gentlemen,’ said he, ‘ it’s a powerful queer argument, 
but the Court will admit it on its merits. The prisoner 
will please to step out on the grass.”’ 

This time Virginia contrived merely to smile- She was 
striving against something, she knew not what. Her 
breath was coming deeply, and she was dangerously near 
to tears. Why ? She could not tell. She had come into 
this naan’s presence despising herself for having to ask 
him a favor. The sight of his face she had ridiculed. 
Now she could not look into it ivithout an odd sensation. 
What was in it ? Sorrow ? Yes, that was nearest it. 

What had the man done? Told her a few funny stories 
— given qukzical answers to some of her questions. Quiz- 
zical, yes ; but she could not be sure then there was not 
wisdom in them, and that humiliated her. She had never 
conceived of such a man. And, be it added gratuitously, 
Virginia deemed herself something of an adept in dealing 
with men. 

“And now,” said Mr. Lincoln, “to continue for the 
defence, I believe that Colonel Colfax first distinguished 
himself at the time of Gamp Jackson, when of all the 
prisoners he refused to accept a parole.” 

Startled, she looked up at him swiftly, and then down 
again. “Yes,” she answered, “yes. But oh, Mr. Lin- 
coln, please don’t hold that against him.” 

If she could only have seen his face then. But her 
lashes were dropped. 

“ My dear young lady,” replied the President, “ I honor 
Mm for it. I was merely elaborating the argument which 
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you bave begun. On tlie other hand, it is a pity that he 
should ha¥e taken off that uniform which he adorned, and 
attempted to enter General Sherman’s lines as a civilian, 

— as a spy.” 

He had spoken these last words very gently, but she was 
too excited to heed his gentleness. She drew herself up, a 
gleam in her eyes like the crest of a blue wave in a storm « 
A spy ! ” she cried ; “ it takes more courage to be a 
spy than anything else in war. Then he will be shot. 
You are not content in the North -with what you have 
gained. You are not content with depriving us of our 
rights, and our fortunes, with forcing us back to an alle- 
giance we despise. You are not content with humiliat- 
ing our generals and putting innocent men in prisons. 
But now I suppose you will shoot us all. And all this mercy 
that I have heard about means nothing — nothing — ” 

Why did she falter and stop ? 

Miss Carvel,” said the President, ‘‘ I am afraid from 
what I have heard just now, that it means nothing.” 

Oh, the sadness of that voice, — the ineffable sadness, 

— the sadness and the woe of a great nation! And the 
sorrow in those eyes, the sorrow of a heavy cross borne 
meekly, — how heavy none will ever know. The pain of a 
crown of thorns worn for a world that did not understand. 

No wonder Virginia faltered and was silent. She looked 
at Abraham Lincoln standing there, bent and sorrowful, 
and it was as if a light had fallen upon him. But strang- 
est of all in that strange moment was that she felt his 
strength. It was the same strength she had felt in Stephen 
Brice. This was the thought that came to her. 

Slowly she walked to the window and looked out across 
the green grounds wdiere the wind was shaking the wet 
trees, past the unfinished monument to the Father of her 
country, and across the broad Potomac to Alexandria in 
the hazy distance. The rain beat upon the panes, and 
then she knew that she was crying softly to herself. She 
had met a force that she could not conquer, she had looked 
upon a sorrow that she could not fathom, albeit she had 
known sorrow. 



mo 


THE CEISIS 


and looked 

beMndZ:''" ^^ 

Iiiin jiatur^?y.^^^^^“^^’ Even the name fell from 
then like a child. He remained 

to maiTy cousin,” he said j “ are you going 

_ She hung an instant on her answer Mtr , , 

Clarence ? But in that moment save 

^""“No'^Afr her sou" ^Poken 

love him. fH®aid; “I^as^but I did not 

80 reckless.” reason why he was 

Mr. Lmccln smiW. 

tmed 2 22 ta &2yS’2”°‘ “P- 

f8r„2j IS 22iry„ltro22 2 r ? — 2 

S„2e2"hS “2? T ''^■ 

Who is he?” she eaolaimed ■^"“ Wm r 

SJ^l ?pf e2'ie2Slt2e'esh2: 2h22 “> “S«'>-=ord. 

■Tto usher went out. Then thA ri liis 

officer, spare, erect, came quicklv inti and a young 

respectfully to the Px'esldent^ Rut hf ™ 

were not on him TKo^r * -But Mr. Lincoln's eve^ 
head lifted, timidly. Tw he? ker 

come flooding into her face. But s^Kd no?"^ the color 

reflected iu his own. It has been Jght in her eyes was 
Wolo knew the human hear? ^^^--kam 

staring at his profile *°°The^d^”^ President, the girl 

“Major Brice ” said M behind him. ' 

to pardon ColoLel Colfox rSfleve^fH 

1 believe that you told me 


611 


^ .THE MAH OF’ ;SOEBOWS 

he was inside his own skirmish lines when he was cap- 
tured.’^ : 

Yes, sir, he was. 

Suddenly Stephen turned, as if impelled by the Presi- 
dent’s gaze, and .so his eyes met Virginia’s. He forgot 
time and place, : — for the while even this man whom he 
revered above all men. -He saw her hand tighten on the 
arm of her chair. He took a step toward her, and stopped* 
Mr: Lincoln was speaking again. 

He put ill a plea, a lawyer’s plea, wholly unworthy of 
Mm, 'Miss Virginia. , He- asked me to let your cousin off 
on a technicality , What do you think of that ?” 

' “Oh!” said Virginia. Just the exclamation escaped 
her — nothing more. The crimson that had betrayed her 
deepened on her cheeks. Slowly the eyes she had yielded 
to Stephen came back again and rested on the President. 
And now her wonder was that an ugly man could be so 
beautiful.., , 

“ I wish it understood, Mr. ' Lawyer,” the President con- 
tinued, “ that I am not letting off Colonel Colfax on a 
technicality, I am sparing his life,” he said slowly, 
because the time for which we have been waiting and 
longing for four years is now at hand — the time to be 
merciful. Let us all thank God for it.” 

Virginia had risen now. She crossed the room, her 
head lifted, her heart lifted, to where this man of sorrows 
stood .smiling down at her. , ', 

■ “ Mr. Lincoln,” she faltered, ■“ I did not know you 'wlien^ 
I came here. I should have known you, for I had heard 
him— I had heard Major Brice praise you. Oh,” she 
cried, “ how I wish that every man and woman and child 
in the South might come here and see you as I have seen 
you to-day. I think — I think that so'me of their bitter- 
.nessmiglitbetakenaway,”,;'' 

Abraham Lincoln laid his hands upon the girl. And 
Stephen, watching, knew that he was looking upon a 
benediction. 

“ Virginia,” said Mr. Lincoln, “ I have not suffered by 
the South, I have suffered the South* Your sorrow 
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“y pain. 

sublimely, “fhave gaiiTed!” 

Sf 

the river to the southea<!t nn/^ pointed across 

of sunlight felfonm wbL^^ miracle a shaft 

ther^nsightoltheil 

and died I used to Washington lived 

Washington had not lived totee^W’ Anf^^' God that 
sometimes I wondererl if i Vi sometimes, — 
irony just there ” TH<s allowed it to be put in 

was wrong,” he continued “ That 

this was our punishment known that 

punishment. Befoi e f i *i ^us my 

He has destined n?LT become the great nation 

blood. You loved that^fl’,^’^v®‘“® “ust be wiped out in 
I say in all sinceritv mmr^’ ^ ^ou_ love it still, 

day come when this^N-)Ho akvays love it. May the 
bade upon It and South, may'look 

of brave AmeriYa^rw. .V ?^kousands upon thousands 
believed wts St fc n. ^^at they 

you will love tlvif fl come a^ain when 

Lgibete sail* J'»“ “e ttero now- wiln„gto„“ 

laslms i^be tears were wet upon Viro-inia’s 

Mr Virginias 

it. Then he^T^an desk and sat down before 

resting on the^ffoM ^hi J forward, one knee 

When he got up aTdn ie IT 1 time, 

ant S f r “'“I “• ril have 

about the matte?” ®P°keii to him 

He'^t?med1o?tepte? wSi?ha/^ ^°th. 

be^bad so often sLn him wet kis face 

eve, be said, “I’ll tell you a story. The other night ‘ 
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window/aAd^my b?y^Sdwa?s?^^^ 

“ ‘ What shall we^do d f 

the crowd. Rebels ? ’ said Harlan to 

“;Hang ’em!’ cried the people. 

It* “ *twei.tend to 
ptting his hand again ot Virtw. T 
have the sense I think you have^nn’li jou 

For an instant be stLd «mlr ^ 
to whom the power was o-iv?n^ Pushes, — he 

his troubles and partake of ft and 

of such was his h^apSness For 

he said, “ I am?e\r mhmTelSindt^'^*^^' • “ ' ” 

Department. Miss Virginia von^m ^ appointment at the 
Major for the little servme he hi, j ^ thank the 

so undisturbed here. Make voursel 
As he opened the dem n at home.” 

them. The smile pasted looked hack at 

expression of longing —JonTni Lt f’ ineffable 

upon it. ® ^ ionging and tenderness — came 

Then he was gone. 

not stir, ^hen'^tephen ^1^°° they did 

so long denied himf Thev^^r^^^ 

“ ViriSt f'*' 

in the world,' I should haw"^ ^ most wished for 

Abraham Lincoln.” ^0“ "ionM taow 

q 1%. ond her breath came 

have\„JwrihLt™^Tw^^^^^ 
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THE CRISIS 


I had seen him in you, and I did not know« Do you re- 
member that day when we were in the summer-house 
together at Glencoe, long ago ? When you had come 
back from seeing him ? ” 

As yesterday,” he said, 

^‘You were changed then,” she said bravely. “I saw 
it. Now I understand. It was because you had seen 
Mr. Lincoln.” 

When I saw him,” said Stephen, reverently, knew 
how little and narrow I was.” 

Then, overcome by the incense of her presence, he drew 
her to him until her heart beat against his own. She 
did not resist, but lifted her face to him, and he kissed 
her. 

“ You love me, Virginia I ” he cried. 

“ Yes, Stephen,” she answered, low, more wonderful in 
her surrender than ever before. ‘tYes — dear.” Then 
she hid her face against his blue coat. I— I cannot 
help it. Oh, Stephen, how I have straggled against it ! 
How I have tried to hate you, and couldn’t. No, I 
couldn’t. I tried to insult you, I did insult you. And 
when I saw how splendidly you bore it, I used to cry.” 

He kissed her brown hair. 

“I loved you through it all,” he said. ^‘Virginia 1 ” 

“ Yes, dearest.” 

“ Virginia, did you dream of me ? ” 

She raised her head quickly, and awe was in her eyes. 

“ How did you know ? ” 

“Because I dreamed of you,” he answered. “And 
those dreams used to linger with me half the day as I 
went about my work. I used to think of them as I sat 
in the saddle on the march.” 

“ I, too, treasured them,” she said. “ And I hated my® 
self for doing it.” 

“Virginia, will you marry me?” 

“Yes.” 

“ To-moxTOw ? ” 

“ Yes, dear, to-morrow.” Faintly, “I — I have no one 
but you — now.” 





THE MAN OF SOBKOWS SIS 

Once more lie drew her to him, and she gloried in Ha 
strength/ 

‘^God help me to cherish you, dear,” he said, and 
guard you well.” 

She drew away from him, gently, and turned toward 
the window. 

See, Stephen,” she cried, “ the sun has come out at 
last.” 

For a while they were silent, looking out; the drops 
glistened on blade and leaf, and the joyous new green of 
the earth entered into their hearts. 



CHAPTER XVI 


ANKAPOLIS 

It was Virginia’s wish, and was therefore sacred. As 
for Stephen, he little cared whither they went. And so 
they found themselves on that bright afternoon in mid- 
April under the great trees that arch the unpaved streets 
of old Annapolis. 

They stopped by direction at a gate, and behind it was 
a green cluster of lilac bushes, which lined the walk to 
the big plum-colored house which Lionel Carvel had built. 
Virginia remembered that down this walk on a certain 
day in June, a hundred yeai’s agone, Richard Carvel had 
led Dorothy Manners. 

They climbed the steps, tottering now with age and 
disuse, and Virginia playfully raised the big brass knocker, 
brown now, that Scipio had been wont to polish until it 
shone. Stephen took from his pocket the clumsy key 
that General Carvel had given him, and turned it in the 
rusty lock. The door swung open, and Virginia stood in 
the hall of her ancestors. 

It was musty and damp this day as the day when Richard 
had come back from England and found it vacant and 
his grandfather dead. But there, at the parting of the 
stairs, was the triple-arched window which he had de- 
scribed. Through it the yellow afternoon light was 
flooding now, even as then, checkered by the branches 
in their first fringe of green. But the tall clock which 
Lionel Carvel used to wind was at Calvert House, with 
many another treasure. 

They went up the stairs, and reverently they walked 
over the bare floors, their footfalls echoing through the 
silent house. A score of scenes in her great-grandfather’s 

6ia 
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life came to Virginia. Here was the room — the corner 
one at the back of the main building, which looked 
out over the deserted garjien — that had been Richard’s 
mother’s. She recalled how he had stolen into it on that 
summer’s day after his return, and had flung open the 
shutters. They were open now, for their locks were off. 
The prie-dieu was gone, and the dresser. But the high 
bed was there, stripped of its poppy counterpane and 
white curtains; and the steps by which she had entered it. 

And next they went into the great square room that 
had been Lionel Carvel’s, and there, too, was the roomy bed 
on which the old gentleman had lain with the gout, while 
Richard read to him from the Spectator. One side of it 
looked out on the trees in Freshwater Lane, and the other 
aci’oss the roof of the low house opposite to where the sun 
danced on the blue and white wmters of the Chesapeake. 

“ Honey,” said Virginia, as they stood in the deep recess 
of the window, ‘‘wouldn’t it be nice if we could live here 
always, away from the world ? Just we two! But you 
would never be content to do that,” she said, smiling re- 
proachfully. “You are the kind of man who must be in 
the midst of things. In a little while you will have far 
more besides me to think about.” 

He was quick to catch the note of sadness in her voice. 
And he drew her to him. 

“We all have our duty to perform in the world, dear,” 
he answered. “It cannot be all pleasure.” 

“You — you Puritan!” she cried. “To think that I 
should have mai*ried a Puritan I What would my great- 
great-great-great-grandfather say, who was such a stanch 
Royalist ? Why, I think I can see him frowning at me 
now, from the door, in his blue velvet coat and silver- 
laced waistcoat.” 

“He was well punished,” retorted Stephen; “Lis own 
grandson was a Whig, and seems to have married a woman 
of .spirit.” 

“She had spirit,” said Virginia. “I am sure that she 
did not allow my great-grandfather to kiss her — unless 
she wanted to/^ 
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al4«W S:L"|. 

W^hen they had seen the dinine room, with its carved 

wW^fl door-knobs, and the ballroom in the 

wmg, they came out, and Stephen locked the door again. 
They walked around the house, and stood looking down 
stately, but crumbled now, —where 

Bevoid^nS f Bichard’s birthday. 

f spring-house, and there was 

where Dr,^'" f 1 under the ruined wall, — 

where Dorothy had wound into her hair the lilies of the 
valley before she sailed for London. 

maTkeV^'^lf ^ balustrade 

aiked the outlines of the formal garden. The trim 

seventy years neglected, had grown inconti- 
nent. The garden itself was full of wild green things 
corning mp through the brown of last season’s growth. 

nirV D violets nestled, and 'Virginia 

picked some of these and put them in Stephen’s coat.^ 

gotSTem he?e.’^""^ 

They spied a seat beside a hoary trunk. There on 
many a spring day Lionel Carvel had sat reading his 
they rested now. The sun hung 
wall Ind street beyond the 

whitP Ht “n m ^as an apple tree dazzling 

fragrance wMoh the daf 
draws from the earth lingered in the air. 

It was^ Virginia who broke the silence. 

_ Stephen, do you remember that fearful afternoon of 

to t.Cm-emeT”’'” B™smod6-o 

itnw?’’^^**^^’” “Bdt what made you think of 

She did not answer him directly. 


ANNAPOLIS 


BIB. 


‘‘I believed what you said, Stephen. But you were so 
strong, so calm, so sure of yourself. I think 'that made 
me angry when I thought how ridiculous I must have 
been.’’ 

He pressed her hand. 

‘‘You were not ridiculous, Jinny 

She laughed. 

“ I was not as ridiculous as Mr. Cluyme with his bronze 
clock. But do you know what I had under my arm — 
what I was saving of all the things I owned ? ” 

“No,” he answered; “but I have often wondered.” 

She blushed. 

“ This house — this place made me think of it. It was 
Dorothy Manners’s gown, and her necklace. I could not 
lea ve them. They were all the remembrance I had of 
that night at Mr. Brinsmade’s gate, when we came so near 
to each other.” 

“Virginia,” he said, “some force that we cannot under- 
stand has brought us together, some force that we could 
not hinder. It is foolish for me to say so, but on that day 
of the slave auction, when I first saw you, I had a pre- 
monition about you that I have never admitted until now, 
even to myself.” 

She started. 

“ Why, Stephen,” she cried, “ I felt the same way ! ” 

“ And then,” he continued quickly, “ it was strange 
that I should have gone to Judge Whipple, who was 
an intimate of your father’s — such a singular intimate. 
And then came your party, and Glencoe, and that curious 
incident at the Fair.” 

“ When I was talking to the Prince, and looked up and 
saw you among all those people.” 

He laughed. 

“ That was the most uncomfortable of all, for me.” 

“ Stephen,” she said, stirring the leaves at her feet, 
“ you might have taken me in your arms the night Judge 
Whipple died — if you had wanted to. But you were 
strong enough to resist. I love you all the more for thal).” 

Again she said s — 
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;‘^ It was tlirougli your mother, dearest,' that we were 
most strongly drawn together. I worshipped her from 
the day ! saw her in the hospital. I believe, that was the 
beginning of my charity toward the North.”' 

My mother would have chosen you above all women, 
Virginia,” he answered. 

sk. j|(S; sSl jk, jk ' . 

^Sr* '•TV SP? S?* 

In the' morning canie ' to them the news of Abraham 
Lincoln’s death. ' And the same thought was in both their 
hearts, who had known him as it was given to few' to 
know him. How he had lived in sorrow ; how he had 
died a martyr on the very day of Christ’s death upon the 
cross. And they believed that Abraham Lincoln gave 
Ms life for his country even as Christ gave Ms for the 
'■world'. , ■ 

■ And: so, must we believe that God' has reserved for this 
Nation a destiny high upon the earth. 

■ .Many years afterward Stephen Brice read again to his wife 
those sublime closing words of the second inaugural ; — 

WzCk maliee totmri none, with charity for all, with firm- 
ness in the right as/Q-od gives us to see the right, let us strive 
onto finish the work we are in, to hind up the nation^ s wo%mds, 
to care for him who shall have home the battle, and for Ms 
widow and ' Ms children — to do all which may achieve and 
cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with all 
^ nations .'^'' ' - 


AFTERWORD 


The author has chosen St. Louis for the principal 
scene of this story for many reasons. Grant and Sher- 
man were living there before the Civil War, and Abraham 
Lincoln was an unknown lawyer in the neighboring state 
of Illinois. It has been one of the aims of this book to 
show the reiharkable contrasts in the lives of these great 
men who came out of the West. This old city of St. 
Louis, which was founded by Laclede in 1765, likewise 
became the principal meeting-place of two great streams 
of emigration which had been sepai'ated, more or less, since 
Cromweirs day. To be sure, they were not all Cavaliers 
who settled in the tidewater Colonies. There were Puri- 
tan settlements in both Maryland and Virginia. But the 
life in the Southern states took on the more liberal tinge 
which had characterized that of the Royalists, even to the 
extent of affecting the Scotch Calvinists, while the asceti- 
cism of the Roundheads was the keynote of the Puritan 
character in New England. When this great country of 
ours began to develop, the streams moved westward ; one 
over what became the plain states of Ohio and Indiana and 
Illinois, and the other across the Blue Ridge Mountains into 
Kentucky and Tennessee. They mixed along the line of 
the Ohio River. They met at St, Louis, and, farther 
west, ill Kansas, • ■ 

Nor can the German element in St. Louis be ignored. 
The part played by this people in the Civil War is a mat- 
ter of history. The scope of this book has not permitted 
the author to introduce the peasantry and trading classes 
which formed the mass in this movement. But Richter, 
the type of the university-bred revolutionist which emi- 
grated after ’48, is drawn more or less from life. And 
the duel described actually took place in Berlin. 

St. Louis is the author’s birthplace, and his home,— 
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tiie home of those friends whom he has known from child- 
hood and who have always treated him with unfaltering 
kindness. He begs that they will believe Iiiiii when he 
says that only such characters as he loves are reminiscent 
of those he has known there. The city has a large popu- 
lation, — large enough to include all the types that are to 
be found in the middle West. 

One word more. This book is written of a time when 
feeling ran high. It has been necessary to put strong 
speech into the mouths of the characters. The breach 
that threatened our country’s existence is healed now. 
There is no side but Abraham Lincoln’s side. And this 
side, with all reverence and patriotism, the author has 
tried to take. 

Abraham Lincoln loved the South as well as the North. 
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